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BARON BRUNO AND THE STARS; 


OR. 


Cfeie EuMubing ^j^ilasopjjer. 


Baron Bruno was the Prime Minister of the 
Hereditary Grand Duke of Rumpel Stiltzein. Besides 
being Prime Minister, he was the cleverest man in 
the kingdom. This is saying a good deal, for were 
there not (besides all the men of science, the physi- 
cians, the literati, and the great philosophers of the 
day) the General-in-Chief of the Grand-Ducal army, 
Prince Edlerkopf ; the great High Almoner, Herr von 
Pfenig; and also the accomplished Graf von Wild 
Kranz, the most able lawyer and the politest man 
about court ? So humble and gentle, indeed, were his 
manners, that strangers sometimes took it upon them- 
selves to dispute the opinion of their modest neigh- 
bour. But such hardy persons seldom repeated the 
experiment after Wild Kranz had completely over- 
turned their arguments in his quiet, hesitating tone, 
with a shrewd glance of enjoyment twinkling in his 
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small wary eye ; and woe to the man who a second 
time opposed }iis will or challenged his decision. 

Verv different was Baron Bruno. Imoetuous. fierv. 
and caustic, gifted with inexhaustible memory, and 
brimming over with barbed sarcasm, he was often 
misunderstood and disliked in the outer world, but 
invariably beloved by those who knew him intimately. 

Pfenig and Edlerkopf were devoted friends, as well 
as ministers at court. They had been educated to- 
gether, and while Edlerkopf lent to the counsels of 
state the aid of wise and deliberate judgment and the 
weight of his nobly impartial character, Pfenig was 
the most wonderful manager of the public purse, and 
could not only calculate the incoming revenue within 
a hairsbreadth, but could also regulate government 
expenditure so exactly as to keep all departments 
amply supplied, and yet preserve a due regard to 
economy. 

You may well imagine that with four ministers 
such as these the" Grand Duke had little difficulty in 
maintaining peace and contentment in his beautiful 
kingdom of Rumpel Stiltzein ; and that from every 
side artisans, labourers, and mechanics flocked to the 
small domain, within whose narrow boundaries pros- 
perity sat enthroned. To add to his happiness, the 
Grand Duchess became the proud mother of twin 
children, the spirited handsome Prince Bertrand and 
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the lovely gentle Princess Berta. They were now 
in their tenth year, and seemed only born to give 
pleasure and hope to their parents and to the whole 
principality. 

Edlerkopf, Wild Kranz and Pfenig were all married, 
but Bruno had a solitary home ; and no one without 
ocular demonstration would have believed in what a 
shabby den this great statesman passed much of his 
time. In his town-house he had magnificent saloons, 
where all that was fair and choice delighted his guests ; 
but near the roof of this dwelling, and far above the 
haunts of men, there, like the eagle, Bruno had his 
eyrie, where, with ill-concealed impatience, he would 
hardly even permit the cleaning incursions of his 
maids, and few and far between were the footsteps 
that trod those time-worn boards. Here the Baron 
sat surrounded by dusty piles of books, now poring 
intently over the records of the past, now eagerly 
scanning the papers of the day, now striding up and 
down the narrow chamber, composing his speech for 
the Reichstag, or dashing off answers to his numerous 
correspondents. There also at the threshold would 
pause the faithful messengers who bore from minister 
to minister the secret boxes of state papers, and 
waited to obtain from each his signature before pro- 
ceeding on their rounds. 

A few steps and a small door led from the sane- 
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tuary which I have described to the roof. Here 
Bruno had a little observatory on one side fitted 
up with a revolving cupola ; so that when he sat in 
the centre of this round miniature house he could 
turn his telescope, without himself moving, upon any 
part of the heavens, and seek with keen unfalter- 
ing eye the verification of calculations he had made, 
or diligently mark the alteration and movement 
among the visible planets. But the rest of the roof 
was a free uncovered space, upon which a comfortable 
chair and rug, generally kept within the observatory, 
to be safe from the wear and tear of the elements, 
were often placed. From this lonely elevated seat the 
Baron would then study the myriads of stars with 
his own unaided and unerring vision, until they 
became to him dear and well-known companions. 

During such silent hours of the night, when all 
around teemed with nature's glorious presence, Bruno 
indulged in long soliloquies. Sometimes he pondered 
curiously over the strange difference between himself 
and his colleagues. He well knew that, when weary 
with the lengthened debates and vitiated air of the 
Reichstag (which often extended its sittings till long 
after midnight), Pfenig and Edlerkopf hastened home 
to their faithful wives, and derived from their society 
a pleasure little short of bliss ; and found endless 
interest in watching and fostering the mental and 
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physical growth of their children ; while Wild Kranz, 
though often delayed in his law chambers till near 
daybreak, (the keenest and hardest lawyer of his 
day,) considered no happiness like the sacred domestic 
felicity he also experienced when surrounded by his 
family. When these and other similar reflections 
weighed on Bruno's mind, he would lift his piercing 
^y^s. heavenward, and, shrugging his shoulders, mur- 
mur, half aloud : " O, ye stars ! ye are wife and 
children to me. As I gaze alone on you by night, 
I feel a secret satisfaction surpassing the keenest 
emotions experienced by these weak dreamers in 
their so-called felicity. O, immortal heavens ! en- 
fold me in your vast space, and teach a finite 
mortal to comprehend in faint measure your infinite 
"beauty and eternal unswerving laws." Bruno's fervid 
nature suffered no chill from such midnight exposure ; 
his iron frame was proof against fatigue ; his restless 
intellect but seldom needed or courted repose. 

It was a hot night in July, worried and jaded, 
after a wearisome debate in the Reichstag, the 
Baron walked through the empty streets. The latest 
revellers were already housed, a strange hush hung 
over the noisy, populous city, and refreshing breezes 
blew on his burning brow, as he at length reached 
his home, and ascended to his upper chamber. With 
a sigh of contentment he stepped on the roof, and 
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prepared to enjoy his well-earned repose. Throwing 
himself into his easy-chair, and drawing his soft 
rug across his feet, he became absorbed in the 
contemplation of the firmament above. 

As the night wore on, thoughts, till now strangers 
to him, took possession of his mind. A new yearning 
for companionship awoke in his world-wearied bosom. 
In vague, uneasy discontent with his solitary condi- 
tion, he turned restlessly from side to side, and at 
length exclaimed aloud : " To you, distant stars ! I 
nightly offer the homage of a constant worshipper ; 
would that you in return could give me to know the 
spell of love, and teach me what it is that inspires 
the painter, the poet, and the lover." 

Hardly had the thought crossed his mind, or the 
half-uttered words risen to his lips, when a meteor fell 
swiftly rushing from the stars on which he gazed. He 
strove to follow it with his eye, but was dazzled by the 
blinding flash of light. For a moment fire seemed to 
surround him. When the bright glow became less 
intense, lo I upon the roof near at hand, where that 
vivid ray had fallen, shone a shimmering shape. 
The dreamer started from his chair. Bewildered 
and entranced, he deemed her the creature of his 
imagination ; and surely mortal eye had never be- 
held a form so fair. In trailing garments of palest 
azure there stood the perfect ideal of a poet's dream. 
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From her hair gleamed a faint effulgence, and her 
deep tender eyes sent a strange thrill to the philoso- 
pher's heart 

The burden of many years fell from Bruno ; the 
ardour of youth rushed through his veins ; ambition, 
politics, calculations, all disappeared like fallen leaves 
before the autumn wind ; and in agitated tones he 
besought his beautiful visitant to tell him whence 
she came. 

" Son of earth ! " replied the fair unknown, " thou 
hast watched and loved our stars for long years. 
We in our turn have known thee, and have guarded 
thee and thy fortunes in many a time of danger. 
Thou wouldest know the spell of love. It is even 
now awakening within thy rugged breast ; but be- 
ware! Thou hast disbelieved in immortality, and 
doubted the eternal power of our great Creator. 
We love thee ! we yearn to save thy soul ! We long 
to soften thee through human affection; that when 
thy poor earth is no more, thou mayst find an ever- 
lasting home, where 

' Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain.' 

I — Alcyone, sent by my sisters — I am here to speed 
thine upward way." 

Bruno, spell-bound, eagerly listened. Deeply ena- 
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moured of the lovely messenger, he succeeded in win- 
ning from the fair denizen of the stars her consent to 
remain with him on one condition. She stipulated 
that she should be permitted every month to spend 
the evening hours of this self-same night entirely 
alone beneath the canopy of heaven, without inter- 
ruption or intrusion, for her life depended on the due 
observance of this time of " retreat." 

She also added, falteringly, that if her faith were 
once doubted she must quit for ever the pleasant 
paths of human fellowship, and be claimed again by 
her immortal sisters. The Baron gladly vowed to 
keep what seemed to him such wondrously simple 
promises by which to gain so peerless a bride. The 
time passed swiftly as these arrangements were made, 
and ere long the first streaks of daylight appeared in 
the east. Alcyone, faint and weary, was conducted 
to a chamber for rest and repose ; and the Baron 
aroused his servants and informed them that he was 
about to be married. 

In the country of Rumpel Stiltzein it was customary 
to celebrate marriages in the evening; there were 
therefore still available a good many hours for the 
requisite preparations. 

The court of the Grand Duke was considerably 
agitated by the unexpected news. Strange rumours 
were set afloat regarding the newly-elected bride. The 
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Prime Minister's answer to all inquiries was the same. 
He let it be understood that the Lady Alcyone was 
an orphan relative lately Committed to his charge ; 
that she had suddenly arrived from the country the 
evening before, when he came to the conclusion that 
the best way of taking care of her would be to marry 
her, and having gained the lady's consent, all was well. 

It is true that Bruno had a private interview with 
his Prince ; but as it was held with closed doors, the 
substance of their conversation is unknown. The 
only thing certain is, that the Grand Duke himself 
consented to give away the bride. 

Edlerkopf, Pfenig and Wild Kranz, with their wives 
and families, and all the chief members of the court 
promised to attend at the ceremony, and great were 
the rejoicings that the solitary philosopher was about 
to enjoy the sweet pleasures of home life. All re- 
joiced, because they believed the change would be for 
the Baron's happiness ; but there was one dissentient 
mind. The Countess Olga von Dunkelherz, one of 
the ladies-in-waiting on the Grand Duchess, was 
a spinster of a certain age, and of undisputed 
ability; celebrated for her witty tongue and smart 
sayings. She was not displeased when rumour 
coupled her name with that of the Prime Minister, 
and when the courtiers rallied her about the Baron's 
attentions. The truth was that Bruno had never for 
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a moment regarded her in the h'ght of his future 
Baroness ; her manners wanted the repose and soft- 
ness which to him constituted a woman's chief charm. 
In spite of her masterly intellect, her conversation 
often bored him. For in his moments of relaxation 
he turned to the fair and softer sex for sympathy 
and recreation, not to involve his wearied brain in 
arguments about the last geological discovery, or 
the newest theory of electricity. 

But as he remained single, and they were constantly 
together, the Countess Olga had insensibly grown to 
regard him as her own property. Imagine there- 
fore her astonishment and her displeasure when the 
Grand Duchess, summoning her ladies to her apart- 
ment, gave them instructions to lay out her state 
Tobes, and prepare for a grand court ceremonial, as 
Baron Bruno's wedding was to take place that very 
evening within the palace. 

All was bustle and confusion; but the labours of 
the court cook were something superhuman. It re- 
quired, indeed, the utmost efforts of genius and in- 
dustry combined to produce so splendid a feast at 
such short notice. It is only due, however, to 
Francabelli's reputation as first chef of the Grand 
Duchy, if not of the world at large, to record that the 
execution of his designs was on this occasion carried 
out with peculiar success. 
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At last the nuptial hour approached, and excited 
curiosity was gratified by the sight of the bride, as 
she was led slowly through the palace by the Grand 
Duke. Her wondrous beauty amazed every one, as 
also the radiant simplicity of her attire. She wore 
her robes of flowing azure, and over her forehead 
there sparkled a gem of extraordinary brilliancy, 
which seemed absolutely to blaze with light. 

As Alcyone advanced towards the altar, Baron 
Bruno, clad in his splendid court uniform, embroi- 
dered with gold, and covered with decorations, 
stepped forth to meet her, and the wedding cere- 
mony was soon completed. The priest dipped his 
hand in the holy water and sprinkled some over 
bride and groom during his final benediction ; as 
he did so, the Countess Olga, who stood near with 
her royal mistress, rushed forward, exclaiming, " She 
is a witch ! she is a witch ! the holy water has scared 
her!" All eyes turned instantly on Alcyone, who 
shuddered visibly, and would have fallen to the 
ground where she knelt had not her husband's 
strong arm encircled and held her up.- A mortal 
pallor overspread her fair countenance, and, strange 
to relate, the glittering gem on her forehead 
became opaque, and was clouded over with a 
dim moisture. By the aid of strong perfumes she 
gradually revived, but was thoroughly shaken and 
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overcome. Baron Bruno, therefore, craving the indul- 
gence of the Grand Duke, begged permission to 
retire at once with his bride, and entreated that their 
absence should not be allowed to cast a shadow over 
the rejoicings at court. 

Now Bombastes, the Grand Duke, though of a 
choleric temperament, was still at heart a man of 
just and keen perception. He perceived that the 
newly-made baroness was indisputably over-fatigued, 
and that it was only natural her bridegroom should 
wish to take every care of her. He instantly, 
therefore, granted his Prime Minister's request, and 
calling the other great officers of state around him, 
invoked their aid to carry on the court revels with 
due spirit and merriment ; at the same time adding, 
in an undertone, that he trusted his faithful servant 
had not undone himself by marrying an unknown 
beauty without parents, relations, or antecedents ! 

The three ministers, Edlerkopf, Pfenig, and Wild 
Kranz, with their wives and children, joined heart 
and soul in the gaieties of the evening. The chil- 
dren, with their friends Prince Bertrand and Prin- 
cess Berta, were, as a great treat, allowed to 
sit up to supper, and had a small side-table to 
themselves. Here old Donnerfuss, the head butler, 
kept them well supplied with all they demanded, 
and they behaved with decorum for a considerable 
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time. At length, wearied with the protracted courses, 
and finding it impossible to eat any more, the 
thoughtless boys amused themselves by sticking 
burrs on the footmen's silken calves as they passed 
to and fro. These naughty children had purposely 
provided themselves with a quantity of these instru- 
ments of torture, in hopes of finding some use for 
them during the dull state supper. For some time 
they pursued their fun unnoticed during the general 
bustle, and quite undisturbed by the muttered male- 
dictions of their victims. At last Bombastes, having 
an observant eye, became aware of some inter- 
ruption in the serving of the dinner. Looking round 
the hall, he noticed on every side agitated footmen 
carefully examining their lower extremities. In a 
voice of thunder he demanded of the Lord Chamber- 
lain an explanation of such unprecedented behaviour. 
The Lord Chamberlain called up the High Steward 
of the Household, who, in his turn, required Donner- 
fuss to explain this breach of discipline. Thereupon 
the fifty red-faced footmen, seeing all eyes turned 
upon them, at once resumed their duties, regardless 
of pricking sensations about the leg and unseemly 
excrescences upon the otherwise fair white propor- 
tions of their well-filled stockings. Donnerfuss, in 
a frightened whisper, revealed the truth to the High 
Steward, and he, in his turn, narrated the mischievous 
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exploit of the boys to the Lord High Chamber- 
lain. Bombastes now impatiently beckoned the latter 
to his Grand-ducal chair, and insisted upon hearing 
the whole root of the matter. Sanftschriften, who 
was himself a parent, and naturally kind-hearted, 
tried to soften down the affair; but as Bombastes 
listened, his large, round, prominent eyes seemed as 
if they would absolutely start from his head at the 
recital of this outrage on decorum. He sternly com- 
manded the culprits to retire to bed ; and, glancing 
wrathfully at Edlerkopf, Pfenig, and Wild Kranz (who 
sat quaking in their shoes), he added further: "As 
to the well-brought-up sons of these great noblemen, 
their domestic life is beyond the control of their poor 
sovereign ; but for the next month I give orders 
that no dessert of any kind shall pass the lips of 
Prince Bertrand, who has thus misbehaved himself 
in so shameful and public a manner.'' Princess 
Berta and the other little girls, distressed at the 
disgrace of their playmates, rose also at once from 
the table, and accompanied them from the hall. 
Thus it came to pass that the court children had 
no very pleasant associations with the day of Baron 
Bruno's wedding. Indeed, you may be very certain 
that the three ministers gave their sons the same 
punishment as Prince Bertrand ; and therefore for 
a whole month the boys had good reason to re- 
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member the marriage feast, as their tutors, gover- 
nesses, and nurses, were strictly enjoined to carry 
out the Grand Duke's peremptory edict. Princess 
Berta and the other small girls, tender and soft- 
hearted as little maidens ever should be, did their 
best to alleviate the punishment of their playmates 
by voluntarily depriving themselves of all sweet 
things for the same period, which, I am sure you 
will agree with me, required much self-denial, on the 
part of those dessert-loving damsels, and Wcis no small 
proof of affection. 

In the meantime Bruno had taken his bride to 
a small cottage he owned on the borders of a wide 
and gloomy forest. Here they passed the few days 
which, by the indulgence of his royal master, Bruno 
was enabled to spare from the affairs of state. When 
they were alone together, his wife expressed to him 
her conviction that some ill-disposed person had 
tampered with the holy water, so as to affect that 
which was sprmkled over them. She had also felt 
during the ceremony the near presence of an anti- 
pathetic and malign influence. Alcyone further- 
more explained to her husband that the gem on her 
forehead was a talisman, which paled and grew dim 
on the approach of danger, or when exposed to 
poison. The Baron at once remembered the dull 
appearance presented by the jewel when the holy 
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water fell near it, but he also became unreasonably 
vexed when his bride refused to loosen it, even for 
one moment, from her hair, to permit him to examine 
it in his hand. 

He gradually grew to regard its brilliance with 
a certain amount of suspicion, and more than once, 
when the gentle Alcyone laid her head upon his 
shoulder, he felt as if a fiery eye shone guardian 
over her and watched unsleepingly his every move- 
ment. When in his vexation Bruno allowed himself 
to speak harshly for the first time to his young wife, 
Alcyone tearfully deprecated his displeasure. She 
assured him her life was bound up in her talisman, 
and that if she parted with it, for ever so brief a 
space, she must at once return to the regions whence 
she came. After this explanation Bruno rarely re- 
ferred to the disputed point, but it is not too much 
to say that the lurid ray of the strange gem often 
in their happiest moments sent a sudden thrill to 
his heart's core, and gave a feeling of insecurity to 
his most private hours of retirement. 

" It is the little rift within the lute 
That by and by will make tlie music mute, 
And, ever widening, slowly silence all. 

" The little rift within the lover's lute, 
Or little pitted speck in garnered fruit. 
That rotting inwards slowly moulders all." 
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I have already hinted that Bruno was of a sceptical 
turn of mind. Possessed of rare intellectual powers, 
he had studied metaphysics to such an extent, and 
become so thoroughly master of the strange theories 
propounded by the deep-thinking German philoso- 
phers of the day, that he could not bend himself to 
the simplicity of that religion which only demands 
the faith of a little child ; he disbelieved the im- 
mortality of the soul, and professed to doubt the 
existence of a future state. 

But though he and his bride widely differed in 
faith, yet day by day she became more and more 
endeared to him, by the lovely nature of her mind no 
less than by the graces of her person. Her exceeding 
humility and true-hearted simplicity showed to him 
in a new light those religious duties at which in less 
peaceful days he was wont to cavil. Well would it 
have been for both could their lives have been thus 
spent far from the busy world, in the calm retreat, 
where for the first time the gray-haired man recalled 
soft prayers which a mother's lips (long since silent 
and cold) had murmured over his infant head. 

But the calls of duty had to be obeyed, and ere 
long the prime minister and his bride returned to 
Aronsberg, to take their place at court and in society, 
and to have endless ffites and receptions given in 
their honour. Here Alcyone's gentle unassuming 
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manners, added to her great beauty, made her 
a universal favourite. The malicious Grafin von 
Dunkelherz, however, disseminated strange stories 
concerning the new Baroness, and aroused the sus- 
picions of those who were already perhaps somewhat 
jealous of the many charms united in the fair person 
of the young stranger. 

Amid the series of festivities given in honour of the 
newly-married couple, it was observed that whenever a 
storm of thunder and lightning broke over the neigh- 
bourhood Alcyone was painfully agitated. Wherever 
she and her husband might be, she implored him 
to convey her home as soon as possible; the electric 
influence so entirely overcame her that more than 
once she seemed completely gone — so utterly did she 
lose colour and consciousness — so deadly pale did she 
become. To Bruno's impetuous nature this unfortu- 
nate tendency proved a serious annoyance. He 
considered that by a little firm exercise of moral 
courage his wife could have retained her senses. 
Often after conveying her home and reappearing 
alone (by her earnest request) at some state banquet, 
he would be universally rallied about her captious- 
ness, and even made to see (owing to Olga's kind 
offices) that his friends considered the whole affair in 
a somewhat mysterious light. It will be remembered 
that Alcyone stipulated for one night of retirement 
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every nlonth, when, undisturbed and alone, she spent 
long solitary hours upon the roof. She entreated 
Bruno, by all his affection for her, neither to approach 
the place himself nor to suffer any one else to intrude 
upon her privacy. Somehow or other this circum- 
stance, with numerous additions, became bruited 
abroad, and it was whispered that the Baron's wife 
was in regular communication with demons. Bribed 
and listening servants heard voices of no earthly 
timbre^ speaking in an unknown language. More they 
were unable to say, for Bruno as yet kept faithful 
guard over his wife's hours of mystic retreat. 

At last, however, the time approached when the 
sittings of the Reichstag terminated, and when 
all who could forsook the dusty purlieus of the 
town for the mountains, the sea, or their country 
dwellings. People began to be too busy making their 
own plans to attend to those of their neighbours, 
and Bruno retired once more with his Baroness to 
Tieftraume Forest. There in their small cottage, with 
its low long veranda covered with creepers, they 
spent weeks — nay, months — of uninterrupted happi- 
ness. On one side of their home patches of wild 
moorland were beautifully interspersed with cultivated 
oases of garden. Towards the east rose the dark 
masses of the pine forest, giving with their sombre 
colouring an ever-fresh beauty to the foreground of 
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lovely flowering shrubs. Passing through tangled 
masses of bramble and fern, the path led by bare 
gray rocks and tufts of purple heather to some ivy- 
covered bower ; or you came upon some exquisite 
smooth-shaven little lawn, jewelled in bright patterns 
of many coloured flowers, and adding brilliance, and 
perfume to the scene. 

Here Alcyone and her husband wandered toge- 
ther, or, perhaps descending the steps at the end 
of their garden, stood on the brink of the little river 
Naecken, which tumbled and hurried through its nar- 
row rocky channel, thus dividing them from the 
forest. Lower down the streamlet formed a small 
lake, on which a boat was kept, and where Bruno was 
wont to row his wife, and try to teach her unskilful 
hand to guide the oar. He laid these lines beside 
her one morning towards the end of their country 
sojourn when, fresh and fair as Aurora herself, she 
took her place at their morning meal : — 

" One moment let me live the time again, 
The sweet, sweet time when o'er the silvery loch 
The jfrail bark sped, or hand-in-hand we climbed 
Together, where the divided mountain path 
Stopped like a thing perplexed, or haply stood 
To watch yon dark blue vault where white clouds sailed 
Onward and onward through the homeless sky ; 
Or when, returning from a mid-day ride, 
We turned to gaze where far-off heathery vales 
Gleamed between shadowy hills, and dark woods rained 
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Transparent sunshine through their golden leaves. 
And sweet it was to rob the miser night, 
Of her rich hours, as side by side we sat, 
Seeking to chain the time that fled too fast, 
By mazy labyrinths of sweet discourse ; 
These things can never die — there is no death 
Of happy feelings, gentlest sympathies, 
And that delicious sadness, whose deep tints 
Fall like soft shadows o'er the sunny past. 
Therefore in years to come a calm, clear voice, 
Like a stray note of some forgotten tune, 
Shall rise from out these happy autumn days, 
Waking a melody of gentler thoughts 
Through all the silent chambers of my heart." 

The Baron was often obliged to return to town for 
a day on important business, or to attend his royal 
master at the Prince's Chiteau ; but Alcyone never 
wearied when alone with nature ; and these little 
separations lent a new delight to the hour of reunion. 
Jaded and tired from his hot journey, Bruno would 
then seat himself in the veranda and recount to his 
fondly-listening wife all the little adventures of the 
day, while her cool, soft hand laid on his burning 
brow, or her gentle voice, carolling forth low songs in 
the silent twilight, soothed and refreshed his hard- 
worked brain. It was at times like these, when 
husband and wife were drawn very near, that Alcyone 
spoke of her faith, and allowed him to see and know 
the firm unfaltering trust that possessed her simple 
mind. She sometimes referred to the possibility of 
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their separation — ^to her hope of ultimate reunion. 
When, however, she had but half uttered such words, 
Bruno, enfolding her in his arms, with a quivering voice 
would beseecli her to be silent, and not break his heart. 
Autumn disappeared, and next came winter with 
all its delightful accompaniments of snow and sleigh- 
ing. Merrily tinkled the bells and fast flew the steeds 
under Bruno's skilful guidance, as their gaily-decorated 
sledge was whirled through the broad thoroughfares 
and snowy parks of Aronsberg. Christmas also 
passed by, and Santa Klaus sent joy to the hearts of 
myriads of children with his mysterious gifts. Months 
again rolled away, and the glad Easter Feast was in 
full celebration when, with the first sweet violets, 
came a dear little child to bless and brighten the 
home of Alcyone and her husband. They called her 
Violet because she bloomed into life at the same time 
as those fragrant flowers, and Stella was added in re- 
membrance of the sacred mystery known only to 
her parents. In the fulness of his joy, Bruno dis- 
missed, as he thought for ever, from his mind the cruel 
unworthy thoughts he had once been led to entertain 
of his bride. It would be difficult to describe this 
infant to those who never saw her ; but let each one 
think of all the children he has been privileged to 
know. If among such dear ones he can recall 
some babe of a beauty too rare and fair to attain 
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to maturity in this bleak world, then he may in some 
faint degree picture to himself the nameless charm 
that surrounded the little Violet as with a halo. 

Various changes now for a time partially relieved 
the Baron from official duties ; wrapped up in his 
domestic happiness, nearly a year passed swiftly by 
before he was once more drawn into the unceasing 
whirl of political and social court life. 

It was already June, the busiest season in the 
Aronsbeig world. Plunged in the necessary rounds 
of visiting and receiving, the Baroness had but little 
time to enjoy, as she wished, the society either of her 
husband or of the little Violet, now at a most en- 
gaging age. It is true that it was totally against 
her own wish that Alcyone took so active a part in 
the gay world. Bruno, whom nature had formed to 
shine in society, and gifted with marvellous conversa- 
tional powers, chafed under her continual excuses, 
and, returning with eager zest to his old life, insisted 
upon the Baroness assuming that prominent place in 
society which was hers by right as the wife of the 
Prime Minister. 

It was about this time that the artful Countess 
Olga began once more to drop poisoned words about 
the court concerning Alcyone. Ever on the alert to 
open the Baron's eyes to the folly of what she called his 
strange infatuation, she eagerly hailed the first signs of 
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coolness between him and his wife. In an unguarded 
moment Bruno let fall some hasty expression regard- 
ing her absence from a court ball, and Olga, with 
honeyed words, sympathizing in his disappointment, 
hinted that rumour credited the Baroness with some 
private amusement at home, she so rarely vouch- 
safed to favour the court with her presence for more 
than the briefest possible attendance at the levees of 
the Grand Duchess. 

Bruno's conscience smote him while he listened to 
the Countess von Dunkelherz's ill-natured remarks. 
He answered somewhat shortly that the little Violet 
being an only child and very delicate, absorbed 
much of her mother's attention, and therefore she 
had the best of excuses for remaining at home. A 
beginning had nevertheless been made, and Olga 
took good care to keep up her renewed intimacy 
with the Prime Minister. 

It may have been the vitiated town air which 
now affected Violet's health; but she sensibly 
drooped, and caused her mother the keenest anxiety. 
Her father (prompted by his evil adviser,) although 
affectionate and kind, deemed his wife fanciful when 
she fretted over the child's altered appearance, and 
became more and more displeased if Alcyone 
absented herself from society. 

There was to be a grand masked ball in honour of 
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Prince Bertrand and Princess Berta's birthday. They 
were allowed to choose their own diversion, and tney 
fixed that their father and the Grand Duchess should 
appear as Oberon and Titania, and that every guest 
should personate some fairy character. All was ex- 
citement, while the Grand Duke himself, assisted by 
the court painter, and somewhat guided by the pre- 
dilections of his children, chose the dress to be worn 
by each visitor, and had it written on the card of 
invitation. Berta and her brother settled to repre- 
sent Prince Hempseed and his sister Olivia. Other 
heroes and heroines too numerous to be recorded were 
selected. Snow-white and Rose-red, the Blue Bird, 
the Yellow Dwarf, Beauty and the Beast, Cinderella, 
and many others found suitable representatives, but 
the Prime Minister and his wife were requested to 
become, for the time being, Puss in Boots and the 
White Cat At one o'clock all masks were to be 
removed, and a complete transformation-scene en- 
acted, as regarded many of the characters, who 
would at that hour, like the White Cat and Cinderella, 
throw off their disguise, and, uncovering their faces, 
shine forth resplendent in garments the most exqui- 
site that could be devised for the occasion. Then, 
marshalled in due rank, the King and Queen of 
Fairyland proposed to lead their motley subjects to 
supper. The fun grew fast and furious in the little 
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court of Rumpel Stiltzein. Desperate were the 
efforts of the tailors, milliners^ and shoemakers to 
meet the multifarious demands made on their time, 
which was very short ; and on their invention, which 
was taxed to the utmost. 

Alcyone from the first disliked the idea of the 
ball, and all the rampant merriment connected with 
it. Her ailing child required constant care, and she 
herself felt far from strong. She mooted the question 
of remaining at home, but Bruno would not hear of this, 
and indeed answered her so reproachfully when she 
proposed it, that she made up her mind to sacrifice 
her own desires, and please him by endeavouring to 
throw herself heartily into the affair. During the 
many necessary discussions with the other court 
ladies as to the all-important subject of dress, the 
Baroness was left alone with Olga, who of late had, 
to all appearance, been her most sympathizing friend. 
The crafty Countess soon extracted from Alcyone the 
little history of her own reluctance to appear, her 
husband's consequent displeasure, and her determina- 
tion to gratify him by paying every possible attention 
to her dress. 

The eventful evening at length arrived. Baron 
Bruno, after an early dinner, was compelled to attend 
for a short period an important sitting of the Reichs- 
tag. His house was at some distance from the public 
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offices of state ; he therefore took his fancy ball-dress 
with him, and settled to change his attire in his own 
small official room, while Alcyone should start at a 
later hour, and call for him on her way to the palace. 
Alcyone felt unusually sad as her husband waved 
her a hasty adieu and speeded off to the Reichstag. 
He strictly enjoined her to observe due punctuality in 
her engagements, as the Grand Duke wished to enter 
the ballroom in a grand procession formed of all his 
chief ministers and officers of state, court ladies, and 
hereditary noblemen. 

Violet had perceptibly drooped more and more, 
though her fond father refused to see the change. 
He only, however, saw his little daughter at brief 
intervals of his busy life, when a flush of delight at 
his approach rounded her pale cheeks, and her dark- 
blue eyes sparkled with the keen joy of being tossed 
or fcHidled in his arms. 

After Bruno's departure, Alcyone ascended the 
nursery stairs, and found Violet already in bed, but 
restless and uneasy, and tossing to and fro. The 
large windows stood wide open, though very little 
air seemed as yet to stir among the trees of the 
square in which they lived. 

The mother sat down beside her child. The baby 
was at once comforted, and held out its little arms to 
be taken to her bosom. Alcyone lifted her from the 
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cot) and, dismissing the maids, seated herself by the 
window in a low rocking-chair, and crooned soft 
lullabies to her infant The babe did not yet sleep, 
but she lay soothed and quiet, gazing into her 
mother's sweet face, and smiling when she caught 
the bright sparkling of the radiant gem. 

Suddenly the peaceful scene was changed ; with 
a troubled cry the little Violet started up, and at 
the same instant Lady Olga stood in the doorway. 
Hardly apologising for her unexpected appearance 
in the Baroness's private apartments, Olga unfolded 
her extraordinary plan. After expressing great sym- 
pathy for the child's indisposition, and professing to 
understand fully Alcyone's distressing position, she 
asked leave to proceed at once to the Baroness's 
dressing-ix^om, and there and then array herself in 
the garments of the "White Cat." As she and 
Alcyone were much the same height and size, this 
change of dress could be very easily accomplished, 
and would form an indistinguishable disguise; she 
then further proposed to set oflf in the carriage and 
personate the fair young Baroness at the ball. At 
first Alcyone would not listen to her artful sugges- 
tion, justly fearing the displeasure of her husband ; 
but Olga assured her that long before the deception 
must at any rate cease (on the unmasking at one 
o'clock) she would, using the privilege of an old 
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acquaintance, explain the whole affair to Baron Bruno, 
and represent to him aright the mother's fears for 
her child. Indeed those fears seemed but too well 
founded, for since Olga's entrance the baby had 
grown wild and feverish, and kept up an incessant 
moaning as if in actual pain. Harassed and per- 
plexed therefore, Alcyone at length yielded a re- 
luctant consent, and, ringing the bell, ordered lights 
to be placed in her dressing-room, and attendance 
to be given to aid the Countess von Dunkelherz in 
her somewhat difficult toilet. One consideration 
which weighed much with Alcyone in her final 
decision, was the unfortunate coincidence that this 
happened to be the very night of her monthly 
retirement — that mysterious proceeding of which 
her husband had now grown so impatient that she 
was fain never to mention it, but strove to accom- 
plish her purpose as best she might without attract- 
ing his attention. She had all the time hoped to 
slip away unnoticed from the ball, but she well knew 
this would be a very difficult matter to accomplish, 
as besides her own timidity about leaving the palace 
by herself, her extreme beauty made her remarkable 
in whatever society she moved. 

Still it was with a foreboding of evil she resolved 
for the first time to act without her husband's know- 
ledge, and remain unbidden at home. 
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It is scarcely necessary to add that Olga, from 
frequent inquiries and a diligent system of espionage, 
was well aware of the mysterious and so-called soli- 
tary hours entered upon by the Baroness at stated 
intervals, and she was equally cognisant of the fact 
that the wonted period had arrived for the observ- 
ance of this strange custom, and had laid her plans 
accordingly. 

The evening wore on ; after the noisy departure 
of the carriage containing its unusual occupant, all 
within the house became peaceful and silent With- 
out was heard the ceaseless hum of the busy city, but 
faint, far, and mellowed by distance. Overhead the 
stars twinkled cheerfully forth from the blue bed on 
which they had lain fast asleep during the hot reign 
of the sun. 

It is twilight in the city. 

And the sun has sunk afar. 
Where a brightness gilds the pathway 

Of the quiet evening star. 

Dimly in the hazy distance 

Twinkle all the myriad eyes 
Glittering far into the darkness. 

Where the mighty city lies. 

Twittering through the leafy branches, 

Birds are calling soft and low, 
Scarcely heard amid the humming 

Of the city's ceaseless flow. 
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Yet I hear their gentle voices, 

And their evening hymn of love, 
While the stars are clearer shining, 

From the dark-blue heaven alH>ve. 

Happy children ! careless playing. 

In and out beneath the trees, 
With your childish hair all streaming, 

Floating on the evening breeze. 

Pure and blissful hours of childhood. 

Never prized until gone by. 
Stay, oh I stay a while I and o'er me. 

Let your lingering radiance lie. 

Leave a gleam of that bright sunshine 

Which was ours in days of yore, 
Ere we parted for life's battle. 

Ere we left home's peaceful shore. 

Voices then with ours were mingling. 

That on earth are silent now, 
Arms around us fondly twining. 

That have long been still and low. 

Yes — in gazing on the starlight. 

Fancy sometimes strives to trace 
Forms beloved amid the twilight. 

Or a well-remembered face. 

Angels now ! yet be our guardians. 

In this tearful vale below, 
Shedding light around our pathway, 

Giving comfort as we go. 

So when life's frail chord is loos'ning, 

And oar eyes to sorrow close. 
When the glorious mom is dawning 

O'er the long sad night of woes, 
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I^inger near us — ^that, when rising. 

We may — child-like— meet again 
Where the severed are united, 

Where the weary have no pain. 

Ever and anon the deep musical bell of the 
Reichstag clock boomed forth amid the darkening^ 
shadows, telling of time's rapid progress and re- 
morseless flight, yet giving to many of the dwellers 
in Aronsberg a feeling of joyful security and safety. 
For the tall tower stood over and among them like 
some mighty guardian whose ceaseless care and un- 
sleeping vigilance kept watch amid the city by day 
and by night and with cheerful voice proclaimed his 
vicinity — thus oftentime becoming a loved com- 
panion to weary mortals whom sickness, separation, 
anxiety, or sorrow kept awake through the livelong 
night. 

Chime, Aronsberg bells, chime ceaselessly on, 
Till partings be over and weary work done. 
Boom o*er the broad waters, thou musical tone. 
Remorseless thy knell, and I sorrow alone. 
For perchance in my bosom shall waken no more. 
The rapture that thrilled to thy chiming of yore. 

The baby now sank to rest ifi its tiny cot, a 
heavenly smile irradiated its little countenance, as 
if in some happy dream it was more than compen- 
sated for the uneasy hours of pain and unrest so 
lately experienced. 

The hour of Alcyone's isolation approached : 
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wrapped in her long flowing robes, with her beautiful 
hair streaming over her shoulders, she bent over the 
sleeping Violet and dropt a kiss and murmured a 
blessing over her child ; then slowly ascended the 
narrow stair which led to Bruno's solitary chamber. 
The small door opened, then closed again with a 
spring, and all was still, while the nurses below, 
whispering together, knew their mistress was alone 
with the stars. 

Nearly an hour passed by, and tranquillity reigned 
around ; most of the servants had gone to bed, those 
who remained up were in the lower and more distant 
parts of the house. Hasty sounds suddenly broke 
upon the still night air ; the iJaron's champing steeds 
drew up in the courtyard ; Bruno himself, flushed and 
agitated, sprang rapidly up-stairs, followed by the 
ruthless Olga ! He pushed past his astonished 
domestics, noisily calling and seeking Alcyone in 
every room, including the nursery, where he roused 
and startled his sleeping child. Finally he ascended 
his own narrow stair, and entered the study. He 
paused at the small door so often described, and 
tapping, called his wife's name once or twice ; no 
response came ; without a moment's compunction, in 
excited passion, he drew the key from an inner 
pocket, and, unlocking the door he had solemnly 

promised to regard as sacred, threw it violently open. 

D 2 
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With a loud grating noise the ill-fated portal swung 
back on its hinges, and disclosed to his bewildered 
eyes a wondrous sight. Arounid his wife stood five or 
six maidens of surpassing beauty; like her — yet un- 
like — for oh ! how clearly he could see the marks of 
human sorrow and care which cast their shadow over 
her countenance alone. Each bore on her forehead a 
brilliant jewel resembling Alcyone's ; the most deli- 
cious perfume was wafted on the air, and an inde- 
scribable mellow glow of light emanated from and 
yet illuminated the lovely strangers. More than this 
he had not time to observe ; a terrible explosion 
shook the house to its foundation, and he became 
enveloped in a choking impenetrable vapour. Olga 
also, who, unobserved, with a bevy of terrified servants, 
had followed in his footsteps, was half suffocated, 
seeing, however, nothing of those radiant forms. 

As the light breeze dissipated the stifling fumes, 
Alcyone, with sorrow and dismay imprinted on her 
gentle features, stood inquiringly before her husband, 
as if to demand some explanation of this sudden 
violation of their compact. But now a youth, whom 
Bruno had never before seen, stepped from behind 
Alcyone, with cold and majestic mien. Bowing 
gravely to the Baron, he thus addressed him, in low 
thrilling tones : " Behold in me, Hyas, the brother of 
Alcyone, come hither to aid and defend my sister 
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in the hour of need. I demand a full examination 
into her conduct. Before others you have doubted 
her and intruded on her privacy — before others her 
character must be cleared ! " 

Stunned and bewildered by these swiftly succeed- 
ing events, Bruno's ready tongue for once completely 
failed him. Now — alas!— when too late, he bitterly 
regretted his precipitation, and the credence he had 
too easily lent to wicked and baseless insinuations. 

Instead of keeping her promise to Alcyone, and 
explaining aright to the Baron his wife's unpremedi- 
tated absence, Olga had made out that the whole 
affair was a preconceived plot which she had been 
induced to conceal till the last moment. She had 
furthermore hinted that the gravest suspicions were 
aroused by the Baroness's non-appearance, which of 
course became universally known and commented 
upon at the hour of unmasking. At last she had so 
worked upon Bruno's ardent temperament that, for- 
getting everything save the jealousy of the moment, 
he rushed wildly home, causing quite a sensation at 
court and doing irreparable mischief to his domestic 
happiness. 

In spite of his sister's tearful remonstrances, Al- 
cyone's brother now demanded of the Baron when a 
public inquiry could be instituted; and on hearing 
that it was possible on the morrow, he instantly cited 
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the affrighted Grafin von Dunkelherz to appear and 
proffer her charge against the fair Alcyone, who 
for the first time recognised in the Countess a deadly 
enemy. 

llyas furthermore insisted on keeping watch over 
his sister and her child until Alcyone was proved 
beyond blame in the eyes of the world. They were 
left alone together. The baffled Olga slunk away 
to her home. Bruno, distressed and repentant, un- 
availingly paced his lonely chamber until morning 
arrived. 

At the earliest possible moment (after the late 
carousals of the night before) the Prime Minister 
demanded an audience of his sovereign, and the 
matter being then fully explained, the Grand Duke 
commanded that the trial of the Baroness should 
take place at noon, in the Hochplatz, a large open 
space surrounded by public buildings and gardens, 
and not far from the Grand Ducal Palace. Bom- 
bastes, at Hyas* request, also sent criers in every 
direction to summon the people to attend, and by 
twelve o'clock the vast square was filled to over- 
flowing. 

The Grand Duke and Duchess, with the lords 
and ladies in waiting and other state officials, sat 
upon a raised platform in the centre, surrounded by 
a guard of honour. Edlerkopf, at the head of a 
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brilliant staff of officers, kept the immense assembly 
from encroaching on the crimson dais where accused 
and accuser were placed near at hand. Bruno, pale 
and heart-stricken, stood there. At some little 
distance Hyas and his sister sat together, their strik- 
ing resemblance and singular beauty attracting every 
eye. It was observed that Hyas bore on his un- 
covered head a jewel almost surpassing in radiance 
that which sparkled on his sister's brow. Alcyone 
never raised her head, but bent over her child, whom 
she carried in her arms. 

A profound silence reigned over the excited throng 
as Hyas bending low to the Duke, declared that his 
sister's honour had been tarnished by the foul asper- 
sions cast upon it, and that he had traced many of 
these reports to the Countess von Dunkelherz ; he 
therefore demanded that she should frankly say of 
what she accused the Baroness Bruno. 

Olga, who by this time had entirely recovered from 
her previous confusion, now advanced. Craning her 
long neck, and glancing spitefully at the drooping 
form of -the suffering Alcyone, she thus answered 
Hyas' sun;mons : 

" I charge the Lady Alcyone with being a witch. 
She cannot part, even for one moment, with the gem 
she bears on her forehead ; she keeps mysterious 
assignations with beings from another world ; and she 
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has so bewitched her husband, the acute and learned 
Baron Bruno, that he is hardly accountable for his 
actions." 

At these cruel words an ominous murmur ran 
through the crowd, and half stifled cries arose. — 
"Burn the witch!" "Deliver our Baron from her 
spells!" "Cut off" root and branch — mother and 
child!" Such were some of the menaces hoarsely 
muttered by the surging and fickle multitude. It 
was with no small difficulty that Edlerkopf, at the 
head of his guards, restrained the populace from lay- 
ing violent hands on the Baroness and her brother. 
Hyas, cool and collected, waited until the gathering 
tumult was in some measure quieted ; his clear voice 
then penetrated far and wide. '*Ye have heard, O 
people," he exclaimed, "the voice of the traducer; ye 
shall now give ear to unwilling testimony in favour 
of the accused," 

So saying he divested himself of his long-flowing 
outer garment, and warning all around to preserve 
strict silence, he drew a large circle round himself 
and his sister, and also compelled the Countess von 
Dunkelherz, much against her will, to remain within 
the mystic boundary. Taking then a small packet 
from his breast, he scattered some powder on the 
ground and muttered strange words in an unknown 
tongue. Then arose amid the calm sunshine of that 
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lovely summer day the sound of rushing whirlwinds 
and stormy gusts ; a dark cloud intervened between 
the earth and the sun, enveloping all around in sul- 
phureous darkness. When it cleared away, lo ! high 
within the magic circle towered a gigantic pillar 
of smoke. From the centre of this terrible apparition 
gleamed forth two fiery eyes. A cold chill of horror 
ran through the spectators, though the air was hot 
and sultry. 

Hyas now motioned to Bruno that his lips must 
ask the fateful question. The Baron, compelled to 
speak, reluctantly addressed himself thus to the 
hideous shape: — "Dread Spirit, whether of good 
or of evil, I adjure thee to tell me whether the 
Lady Alcyone has been true and faithful to me, 
and guiltless of the foul deeds ascribed to her." 

*' Blind mortal ! " replied the cloudy phantom, 
"pure and transparent as the dewdrop hath the 
heart of Alcyone been unto thee ; there breathes 
not on your dull earth a spirit more free from 
guile." 

As these words fell from above, a low muttered 
growl of thunder was heard, while Hyas, turning 
to the silent, awe-struck beholders, cried aloud, " The 
innocence of my sister is proved by the reluctant 
words of Varishka, the dark genie, who could have 
claimed her for his own had her deeds been evil. 
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But, alas! I fear the dread witness has exhausted 
one innocent life in the fierce struggle." 

As he spoke thick darkness fell upon them, and 
when it cleared away the mysterious shape had dis- 
appeared. The bright sun poured its health-giving 
rays again over the panic-stricken multitude, and a 
cool wind blew away the last traces of the awful 
Varishka. All eyes were bent on Hyas, whose 
beauty seemed absolutely marvellous, as, tenderly 
embracing his sister, he turned swiftly aside into 
the crowd, and ere they were aware had totally 
disappeared from view. Loud acclamations in 
favour of Alcyone rang forth from the changeful 
thousands on either side, as they swayed to and 
fro preparatory to breaking up altogether. 

Bruno alone stood irresolute ; a thousand con- 
flicting emotions paled his usually ruddy, cheek; 
but his wife's sweet voice called to him. He 
approached her ; her face was full of anxiety. 
'* Let us return home at once," she whispered ; " I 
fear for our babe." 

And well she might, for the fragile Violet lay 
almost lifeless pn her mother's knee, the laboured 
breath passing slowly through her cold lips. They 
drove rapidly home. The Baron, full of remorse, 
would fain have thrown himself at his wife's feet, 
but her thoughts were turned only to her suffering 
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child, as she at last bore it into the nursery, where 
in happier days she had so often lulled it to sleep. 
For some time Bruno remained beside her, and 
aided in trying various restoratives. At length, 
summoned by his official duties, he was forced to 
depart. Several hours elapsed before he could 
absent himself from the Reichstag. 

A strange hush pervaded his home as he once 
more entered its portals. He gained the nursery 
door, and, pausing, gently pushed it aside. In the 
waning light he beheld his wife half kneeling, half 
lying upon their little one's cot. Violet's face, 
illumined by the last rays of daylight, was pale 
and peaceful. It shone with a solemn light — 
unlike, oh ! how unlike, his own playful pet ! Her 
dark blue eyes were heavily closed, ahd her little 
hands meekly folded on her breast. The mother's 
voice stole on his ear — " Fare thee well, my darling ! 
good-bye, my angel child ! but only for a brief 
space I bid thee adieu. Thou art folded now in 
arms that can shelter thee more safely from the pass- 
ing blast than those of thy poor mother. I shall go 
to thee, my Violet — but never, never more shalt thou 
return to me." These and many similar words were 
poured forth by the weeping mother as Bruno 
unobserved stood silently listening. His heart felt 
ready to burst; it seemed as if some chord within 
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him gave way at that moment with a throb of 
pain. 

For a long time unknown to himself Alcyone's soft 
influence had gradually undermined his harsh scepti- 
cism. At that moment a ray of heavenly light shot as it 
were from the upward pathway of his dead child into 
the dark recesses of his soul, and with tender humility 
he knelt by his wife's side and placed his hand on 
hers. Startled and amazed, she turned and met her 
husband's eye : it shone with a new and softened 
light ; there was no need for him to explain to her 
what he felt. Over the death-bed of their fairest 
hope they for the first time experienced the ineffable 
yet chastened^ joy of sharing the same faith — of wor- 
shipping together the same unseen God. 

At length Alcyone slowly rose from her knees, 
and casting a long, fond look on the lifeless form 
of her babe, she led her husband from the chamber. 
Together they ascended the narrow stair ; together 
they opened the small, well-known door, and emerged, 
hand-in-hand, amid the now darkened twilight, upon 
the open roof. 

" Bruno," murmured she, " the time for our sepa- 
ration has come ; you have declared your belief 
in the immortality of the soul ; your poor Alcyone, 
in the midst of her imperfections, has brought you 
one step nearer the gates of Paradise. I now 
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return to my celestial home, but shall there await 
you, my beloved, in the sure and certain hope 
of a long eternity together unchequered by the 
sorrows that have assailed our path in this mortal 
world." 

Thus, saying, for the first time, the gentle Alcyone 
passionately strained her arms around her husband ; 
the pressure relaxed, he tottered forward ; he was — 
alone ! A long trail of light shone for a moment 
athwart the evening sky ; the peaceful Pleiades 
beamed forth in brightest beauty ; he called aloud, 
but only silence reigned around ; in uncontrollable 
emotion the strong man fell fainting to the ground. 

How long he thus remained he never knew; but 
he woke at last to find the midnight moon shining 
upon him. He raised himself, confused and aching; 
he passed his hand across his brow — Was the past 
a reality ? A tear rolled down his time-worn cheek 
which his keen eye had never shed, but it might be 
the cold dewdrop of the early morn. Beside him lay 
the coat and hat he had worn in returning from the 
Reichstag. It must be some long, strange dream 
that, coming on him exhausted and weary, had 
harassed his brain through the weird watches of 
the night. 

As these thoughts coursed through his mind his 
eye fell on his left hand ; upon it there sparkled a 
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stone of extraordinary brilliancy, which recalled to 
him the gem on Alcyone's forehead He strove to 
remove the jewel, but, though easily fitting to his 
finger, the magic circlet refused to be taken from 
its place. 

The reality of the past then rushed upon the proud 
Baron's mind with the resistless force of inward 
conviction. Humbled and sorrowful, the great philo- 
sopher's wondrous attainments and mighty intel- 
lectual resources seemed for the moment to become 
as less than the dust beneath his feet. With the 
simple faith of a little child, he bent his knee alone 
before his Maker, and cried, in tones of repentant 
sadness, " Lord, I believe, help Thou mine unbelief." 
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Among the mountains of Caernarvonshire none 
are more gloomy and precipitous than the dark 
sister Glydirs Fawr and Bach. Towering sublimely 
above the solitary waters of Llyn Idwyl, they rear 
their proud summits well nigh on a level with that 
of the loftier but less rugged Snowdon. 

Where is the wayfarer who can forget a calm 
autumn sunset seen from those barren heights ? 

Valleys far and near shrouded in dim purpling 
mists; shadowy gigantic forms looming faintly in 
the deepening twilight; rose-tipped peaks floating 
amid a halo of glory in the evening sky; silver 
streamlets breaking here and there in white lines the 
dusky shades below ; while afar, in the distance, the 
broad slumbering ocean bids a glittering farewell to 
the monarch of the day. 

Such was the panorama spread before the young 
Llewelyn many years ago, when in toilsome search 
after strayed sheep he came suddenly upon the high- 
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est part of the mountain. To his wearied ^ytSy how- 
ever, nature for the time had no charm. With hurried 
and anxious footsteps he leapt from rock to rock, 
dreading to find some of his wandering flock with 
broken limbs. For, as with many other Welsh 
mountains, the crest of the Glydir Fawr is entirely 
composed of huge boulders roughly hurled together ; 
deep treacherous crevices being often entirely con- 
cealed from view by the luxuriant growth of ferns, 
heather, and bilberries, which yield most unsub- 
stantial footing to the unwary. 

Llewelyn's father, " Dafydd ap Gwynant," a well- 
known chieftain, had been slain in battle, and most 
of his possessions seized by his foes. The widowed 
Gwynneth, in terror for the safety of her only child, 
fled with him to the wild region now known as the 
pass of Nant Francon. There in solitude she reared 
her boy to habits of frugal simplicity. As years rolled 
on the widow prospered and her flocks increased. Yet 
still Llewelyn remained her only herd, and at even- 
tide the steep sides of Llyn Ogwyn and Llyn Idwyl 
re-echoed with his loud carols and joyous shouts, as 
he summoned the cattle and sheep to their nightly 
fold. 

In these remote times wolves and other wild beasts 
still lurked among the Welsh hills. Nor did they 
limit their ravages to the destruction of animals 
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alone, but when rendered desperate by hunger visited 
human habitations in search of their prey. Witness 
the touching history of Gelert the faithful hound, 
whose tomb is still to be seen in the little valley 
over which a dog's fidelity has shed undying renown. 
Hence the necessity for carefully collecting the herds 
at nightfall within some place of security. 

Llewelyn at length discovered his missing lambs on 
the steep northern sides of the Glydir, and herding 
them hurriedly together, crossed the shoulder of the 
mountain and descended towards Llyn Idwyl by the 
rugged pathway which leads past the narrow gorge 
now known as " the Devil's Kitchen." It was rapidly 
growing dark as he reached the plain, and he was 
hastening homewards, when by the waning light he 
perceived the surface of that gloomy lake to be 
strangely agitated. As he gazed, the head of a lovely 
maiden rose above the ripples, and seemed to his ex- 
cited imagination to regard him with a tender wistful 
look. He rushed to the water's brink, and was about 
to cast off his coat and swim to the aid of the fair 
unknown, when, soft and clear as an evening bell, 
these words rang through the still air : — 

** Three times lost, and three times won, 
Canst thou win me, Dafydd's son? 
Tender must thou be to me, 
Tender should I be to thee. 
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To my mate in bridal hour 
I can bring a princely dower ; 
But my wooing must be soon, 
Ere has waned September's moon." 

Enraptured by these silvery notes, Llewelyn strained 
every nerve to listen, and as the nymph falteringly 
uttered the last words he felt a magic thrill run through 
his frame. He became possessed with a sudden desire 
to behold the entire form of the beautiful being whose 
head alone smiled on him across the watery waste ; 
but as he approached nearer the sweet face disap- 
peared, the surface of the loch became glassy and 
still. The pale rays of the rising moon illumined only 
the. wide level mirror of Llyn Idwyl, and amazed and 
bewildered the youth turned to his home. 

After folding the sheep he entered the cottage. 
His mother had prepared a fragrant supper; but 
through Llewelyn's veins there ran a secret fire, and 
he turned restlessly from the food he was wont to 
relish in his calmer hours. 

Gwynneth was a mother in ten thousand. Though 
she had wandered far to obtain the oakleaves over 
which she had slowly smoked the pink trout ; though 
her hands had been stung when she robbed the 
wild bees of their honey for her boy ; though when 
faint and tired from her long ramble she had risen 
with fresh energy to mix and bake for her son the 
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scones he loved ; yet when she saw his disquietude 
and lack of appetite, no murmur, no query crossed 
her lips. Patiently she herself partook of the humble 
fare, and strove to cheer her moody child, while her 
own heart ached with vague doubts and fears. 

Hardly, however, had she cleared away the last 
traces of the half-consumed meal when Llewelyn ex- 
tended himself full length on the deerskins at her feet, 
laid his hot head on her soothing lap,, and by the flicker- 
ing light of the fire (fed at intervals with cones from 
the pine forest) related to her his strange adventure. 

As Gwynneth listened to his words the iron entered 
into her soul. Every mother can sympathize with 
the pang she then experienced. The child she had 
borne through labour, sorrow, and pain ; the infant 
she alone nourished and brought to manly strength ; 
the all upon which every hope, every thought of the 
future IS centred — the widow's only son — the idol of 
her heart — his love is passing from her. She is no 
longer to him the first, the dearest. Dreams of a 
nearer and dearer one are wakening in his young 
bosom. The mother is now his confidant ; but well 
does she know that ere long the newly-beloved 
will be his only thought; that into her ear alone 
will be poured all the aspirations of his life. That 
henceforth and for evermore the mother must resign 
her son's heart to the keeping of another. Gwyn- 
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neth in that hour felt the cold hand of fate clutch 
her past happiness. Her pulse stood still. But she 
was a noble woman. She knew the law of life was 
resistless. Come from a race of kings, with proud 
resolve she nerved her wounded spirit, and cast- 
ing all meaner thoughts of self aside, threw herself 
with ardour into the interests of her son. 

While Llewelyn described the events of the even- 
ing, the mists cleared from the past and his mother 
dimly remembered an ancient tradition heard in days 
gone by. The half-forgotten legend ran thus : — 
A prince of royal Welsh blood fell in love with 
and wedded a water Nixie. No sooner, however, were 
his espousals accomplished than he, with his palace 
and all his treasures, became enchanted and 
covered by the waters of Llyn Idwyl, which then, 
at Venedotia's dread command, rose to its present 
height. The water god, through the marriage-tie 
of his beautiful child, had gained a subtle power 
over her human lover, and despite her entreaties 
worked this cruel spell to secure to her the un- 
changing faith of a mortal. While Gwynneth told 
this strange story, an old prophecy concerning this 
very prince, which she had often heard in her youth, 
suddenly flashed across her mind. Surprised it 
should so long have escaped her memory, she thus 
recited it to her listening son — 
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'* When Rhuddlan's child with man shall mate 
A light shall break on Rhuddlan's fate ; 
When thrice three wedded years pass by 
Llyn Idwyl's waters shall run dry ; 
But if that wedded peace be riven, 
By blows at random three times given, 
Esgair most seek her father's cave, 
Nor quit again the gloomy wave ; 
No slow revolving years shall wake 
The spell-bound slumberers of the lake." * 

" My son," exclaimed Gwynneth, " all is now 
clear to me. The fair daughter of King Rhuddlan 
has seen and chosen you to be the deliverer of 
herself and her family, who once owned the greater 
part of Wales ; but who fell under Venedotia's 
spell so long ago that their existence is forgotten 
by the oldest inhabitant. I am proud that my 
child should aid in restoring our ancient line of 
kings. But Llewelyn," murmured she, placing her 
hand fondly on his brown wavy locks, "you must 
pray for strength, and enter on this strange ad- 
venture with the aid of heavenly courage." Long 
into the night sat that gentle mother holding 
counsel with her son, and even when they sought 
their rude couches but scant sleep sealed their 
eyelids. 

Next day Llewelyn fulfilled his various duties 
with feverish impatience, he yearned for the even- 
ing hour, and as the moon's rays fell over the 
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lone heights of the Glydir he stood once more 
by Llyn Idwyl's brink, and in a low clear voice 
uttered these words:— 

** By the Glydir's rugged side, 
By thy father's captive pride, 
By the strains of mortal love 
Stealing o'er thee from above, 
By thine own enchanted lake, 
Esgair, fairest ! hear and wake ! " 

Scarcely had he finished, when a long train of 
light shot across the loch, and, glittering with a 
thousand watery diamonds, Esgair half arose and 
stretched forth towards him her lovely arms. A 
smile of hope irradiated her pure countenance, and 
as Llewelyn knelt awestruck upon the beach, she 
slowly chanted these lines : — 

** Through Lleweljm's devotion deliverance draws near; 
'Twixt sunset and sunrise to-morrow be here, 
Though strife be around thee yet suffer no fear 
If Rhuddlan's poor daughter to thee seemeth dear ; 
Forget not that o'er her the sign must be crossed, 
Or she and her kindred for ever are lost 1 " 

With a parting wave of her hand Esgair slowly 
disappeared, and nought was visible save the re- 
flection of the moon, which, dancing and sparkling 
across the dark agitated bosom of Llyn Idwyl, 
ended in a pathway of light at Llewelyn's feet. 
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It was an omen of hope for the morrow, and with 

joyful steps he returned to his home. Here, how- 
ever, he was somewhat harassed by fears as to the 
poor accommodation they could offer to the bride. 

"Dear mother," he urged, "she is a high-born 
princess ; her hair, neck, and arms sparkle with price- 
less jewels. She may scorn our lowly hut, and re- 
proach me for bringing her to so humble a home." 

" Nay, my son," replied Gwynneth ; " the heart of 
a true maiden seeketh ever something more precious 
than gold or riches ; the love of a faithful partner 
is doubtless what Esgair yearns to find. It is, 
moreover, borne in upon me that the daughter of 
Rhuddlan will not come dowerless to the son of 
Dafydd. Be -she poor, however, or be she rich, 
we will give her the best ' we have ; and I tell 
you she will hold it dearer than life." 

Heaven that night shed its own peace over the 
widow and her son, and their last evening alone 
together was long remembered by each as a time 
of holy calm. By day-break next morning they 
were already astir. Many preparations had still to 
be made. Llewelyn went across the hills to 
petition Saint Tudno to pronounce his bridal bene- 
diction. The holy father was now making his 
yearly pilgrimage through Wales, visiting and 
cheering his feeble scattered flock, who clung fast 
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together and revered with a passionate tenderness 
their few and faithful teachers. 

It was at an ancient farm upon the slopes of Camedd 
Llewelyn that Llewelyn and his mother had, only a 
few days agone, knelt and received the good priest's 
blessing, and Gwynneth doubted not that he would con- 
sent to partake for one night of their rude hospitality, 
for the purpose of uniting her son and the rescued 
Esgair in the bands of holy wedlock. 

Ere the sun had passed its meridian, Gwynneth's 
hopes were realized. The venerable father, guided by 
Llewelyn, safely reached her door, and after partaking 
with them of their frugal noontide meal retired to rest 
a while, and to resume the devotions broken in upon 
by his unforeseen expedition. It weighed much on his 
mind that no church was near wherein the espousals 
might be celebrated, but he was fully conscious of the 
difficulties of Llewelyn's position. He shrewdly sus- 
pected that until holy rites had been performed the 
wild spirits would do their utmost to reclaim and 
recapture the newly-rescued bride. Ere seeking his 
chamber therefore, the good father carefully sprinkled 
holy water around the dwelling, and fervently besought 
Heaven's blessing on the approaching union. 

Some time before the hour of sunset Llewelyn and 
his mother started for the banks of Llyn Idwyl. They 
followed the rocky course of that little stream, which 
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still breaks in foam from the eastern side of the loch, 
and babbling and brawling flows past the very stones 
where Gwynneth's little cottage once stood. The 
evening was wild and threatening, and the sky had 
strangely changed since Saint Tudno alighted at 
their dwelling. Thunder reverberating through the 
mountains awakened hoarse echoes on every side. 
Wild clouds in fantastic shapes scudded across the 
lowering heavens, and fitful gleams from the sinking 
sun threw dark shadows across their pathway. Ever 
and anon drenching showers brushed by in short 
sharp gusts, half blinding them, and causing inexplic- 
able terror to the ponies ; one of which Gwynneth 
rode and the other Llewelyn led for his bride. More 
than once, as they pursued their way, Gwynneth 
imagined that white arms and hooded figures waved 
defiance before her; but surprise and doubt held her 
mute, or perhaps ere she could speak the rain dashed 
on her face and she perceived that her fancy had 
conjured menacing forms from the eddying spindrift 
around. Llewelyn also was haunted by outbursts of 
mocking laughter, but when, amazed, he turned to his 
mother, the wild turbulence of the little streamlet 
taught him he had mistaken its noisy vehemence for. 
sounds of demoniacal mirth. 

At last they reached Llyn Idwyl's side. The sky 
once more grew calm and clear. The sun had long 
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since disappeared behind the dark mountain, and the 
stars faintly twinkling overhead had already lit their 
feeble lamps. The lake itself, however,, presented a 
wild scene. Furious gusts of wind agitated the sur- 
face. Sheets of spray bearing the semblance of 
hideous figures were dashed hither and thither. A 
rushing noise as of a thousand waterfalls drowned 
every other sound, and Llewelyn in vain tried to make 
his voice audible amid the din of the elements. Again 
and again he endeavoured to shout Esgair*s name, but 
the mad roaring of the winds and waves was all that 
could be heard. 

"To your knees, my son, and pray for help," 
whispered Gwynneth in his ear, and in despair 
Llewelyn sank on the ground and fervently invoked 
the aid of Heaven. As if in answer to his prayer, 
at this instant the moon tipped the frowning moun- 
tain ; her bright rays irradiated the wild scene beneath 
and diminished in some measure the confusion and 
uproar. Then, white and dripping as a storm-tost 
waterlily, the lovely figure of Rhuddlan*s daughter 
slowly emerged from the lake until her feet were 
visible. She advanced along the moon-lit path, which 
alone remained serene and calm. On either side 
horrid arms were stretched as if to grasp her shrinking 
form, and rude blasts of spray burst in torrents over 
her defenceless head. 
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Llewelyn knelt in silent prayer till she neared the 
water brink, when, springing to her side, he drew her 
tenderly on shore, signing at the same time on her brow 
the holy symbol of the cross ; while wild shrieks and 
groans resounded across the lake. He lifted Esgair, 
trembling and exhausted, on the pony, where his strong 
arm was needed to support her. The moon suddenly 
disappeared behind a cloud ; the rain burst forth with 
redoubled vehemence, while such peals of thunder 
broke around and above them that the startled ponies 
could hardly be restrained from dashing madly away. 
Llewelyn, well-nigh desperate, in vain strove to 
recognize the homeward path. Black darkness en- 
compassed them and hid every well-known landmark 
from view. 

Just as he was at his wits* end, suddenly gleamed 
afar a small bright cross, shedding divine lustre 
through the gloom. At the same instant there fell 
on their ears the faint chime of distant bells — a strange 
unaccustomed sound in those wild regions. They 
paused not, however, to question the cause of the 
welcome phenomena ; but with gladness turned in the 
direction of the cross, which moved before them as 
they advanced ; Llewelyn still supporting Esgair, and 
murmuring words of encouragement into her ear. 
More than once he received rough buffets from in- 
visible foes, and wicked threats were whispered by the 
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hoarse blasts ; but he kept his eyes fixed steadfastly 
on the sacred symbol which guided them in the path 
of safety, and ere long the unnatural tempest spent 
itself. The fiery cross grew dim, and finally disap- 
peared, and the rest of their homeward route was 
accomplished by the returning light of the moon. 

Nearer and nearer rang the joyful bells, as if 
crashing forth a paean of welcome to the belated 
wanderers ; and what was their astonishment on 
coming within sight of the place where their humble 
dwelling lately stood amid unbroken solitudes, to 
observe innumerable twinkling lights borne to and 
fro, while, by the light of the moon, the tall battle- 
ments of some huge building rose over the site 
once covered by their happy little home. 

Confused and perplexed, Gwynneth thought to 
chide her son for bringing them the wrong way. But 
now Esgair, with new life, sprang to the ground, 
and, turning towards Gwynneth, said with exceeding 

grace, 

" This was my father's home. He bestows it will- 
ingly upon us — it is yours. But, oh! take me to 
your heart, and give me a mother's love." 

Gwynneth hastened to alight, and clasping her 
new daughter to her bosom, hesitated no longer to 
enter the massive portals thrown wide open before 
them. As they stepped beneath the archway, solemn 
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strains of music became audible. A long line of 
priests and choristers moved across the lofty hall 
within ; bands of fair maidens robed in white 
approached Esgair, and tenderly saluting her placed 
her in their midst. Last of all the holy Father 
Tudno drew near and motioned Gwynneth and 
Llewelyn to his side. 

Deeply agitated by a thousand conflicting emo- 
tions, Gw>'nneth, Esgair, and Llewelyn now beheld 
before them as they advanced a small chapel 
brilliantly lighted for high festival. With slow and 
reverend step Saint Tudno withdrew within the altar 
space, and united in holy wedlock the strangely- 
mated pair before him. Long and lowly did they 
bend before the sacred shrine, and when at length 
they retired down the aisles, the clear high voices 
of the singers rang out in joy&il strains, while far 
overhead the jubilant bells told with their iron 
tongues the glad news that the first bar of fate had 
been undone — the condition fulfilled that ran thus in 
the old legend : 

'* When Rhuddlan's cliild with man shall mate 
A light shall break on Rhuddlan's fate." 

Time fails me to tell of the splendours of 
that night of rejoicing, or the magnificent appoint- 
ments of the castle. But it is impossible to pass 
by in silence the exceeding beauty of the bride, 
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or the manly serious grace of her bridegroom. 
Esgair*s waving nut-brown tresses fell over her 
shoulders, bound here and there by priceless dia- 
monds. Her violet eyes, her dazzling complexion, 
her long robe of silver sheen, displaying every 
motion of her graceful figure, her wondrous 
charm of manner, — all enchanted the beholder. 
She looked and moved the daughter of a hundred 
kings. 

Llewelyn's countenance, even in that deep hour of 
joy, wore the chastened expression of one who has 
struggled and suffered. In the midst of his new- 
found wealth he was fain to remember, with a feeling 
akin to pain, that this proud castle and all its ap- 
purtenances was the heritage of his wife and her 
father. But as Esgair turned her soft eyes upon him, 
the toils of the past and the uncertainty of the future 
were alike forgotten, and love beamed effulgent on 
his soul. 

Night and stillness fell over that great castle. 
Only alone in an upper chamber — the widowed wife 
— the lonely mother — wrestled in silent prayer for 
her children until the day broke over the east and 
opened to the world once more the golden gates of 
the sun. 

On the morrow all was new and strange to Gwyn- 
neth and Llewelyn ; but Esgair guided them from 
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room to room of the splendid palace, and related 
to them endless tales told her by her father, of what 
had happened within its walls, ere the spell of 
enchantment consigned him and his to the dark 
waters of oblivion. 

To Gwynneth the long corridors and stately 
chambers with their quaint hangings of tapestry 
recalled her early home. Llewelyn (who though 
of princely race, had been reared in poverty) felt a 
certain restraint amid all this new-found grandeur, 
and bore with ill-concealed impatience the minis- 
trations of the countless servants, whose presence 
fettered his free action and oppressed his simple 
nature. 

Soon, however, the varied interests of his new 
position became all-engrossing. Surrounded by re- 
tainers skilled in every kind of sport, possessed of 
the fleetest steeds and truest falcons in the country, 
blessed with the tenderest of wives and mothers, 
he seldom had time to revert even in thought to 
the fewer and less luxurious pleasures of his youth. 
He and Esgair became passionately fond of hawk- 
ing, and many happy days were thus spent, when, 
splendidly mounted and attended by a numerous 
train, they would scour the country around and 
return wearied yet joyous at eventide to relate to 
Gwynneth the adventures of the day. 
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It was during one of these hunting excursions 
that Esgair, roused by the excitement of the chase, 
urged her palfrey to its utmost speed, and distancing 
all her companions, came suddenly to a small level 
plateau amid the mountains. Here a little streamlet 
had its birth, gushing forth from the rock itself in cold 
purity. The hawk was already stooping over its 
quarry, and Esgair finding herself alone, called re- 
peatedly to the bird in great fear lest it should fail in 
its object. While she was thus employed, Llewelyn 
came rapidly in sight, and riding up to her, play- 
fully struck her on the shoulder with his gauntlet, 
crying gaily, " Methought, fair lady, you were running 
away from us all ; but you have deftly won the race 
to-day, and yours must be the heron's plume." 

The rest of the merry party now came up, but 
while with eager excitement they watched the pro- 
tracted struggles of the two birds, Llewelyn turned 
his own and his wife's palfrey aside, and under pre- 
tence of arranging her dress whispered to Esgair, 
" Nay, dearest, wherein have I vexed thee ? I was 
only watchful for thy dear sake, fearing when out of 
my sight lest evil should befall thee." 

To his great surprise tears dimmed her eyes, and 
the colour mantled higher in her flushed cheek as 
she murmured in low tones, " You have struck the 
first blow." 


THE BRIDE OF LLYN IDWYL. 67 

Amazed and incredulous, it was some time before 
Llewelyn could recall to mind the weird pro- 
phecy his mother had repeated to him. As they 
leant sadly over their panting horses by the little 
spring, a white, arm emerged from the mossy 
bank and waved beckoning towards Esgair, while, 
like a faint sigh of the breeze, fell these chill 
numbers on their ears — 

" One blow hath fallen on Esgair's fate, 
And grieved Llewelyn's gentle mate. " 

Thoroughly startled he rushed forward, but the 
fancied apparition was only a little shower of spray 
which, caught by the eddying wind, dashed itself over 
him, wetting his gay clothes and soaking him to the 
skin. Were the words he had heard but the offspring 
of his own imagination } 

Now with loud cries the victory of the falcon was 
proclaimed, and the gallant esquire, riding up to his 
mistress, courteously presented her with the heron's 
plume, and craved permission to fasten it in her hat. 
Esgair accepted the gift with her wonted grace, but it 
was with saddened hearts that she and Llewelyn 
turned homewards. The dispiriting influence soon 
communicated itself to tfieir followers, and in melan- 
choly guise the merry party of the morning silently 
re-entered the castle walls. 
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Ere they retired to rest, however, Esgair and Lle- 
welyn sought the little chapel where their marriage 
vows had been interchanged, and as they knelt 
together in prayer an ineffable calm soothed their 
troubled spirits, and on seeking their chamber a deep 
joy cradled them to rest. 

Their life now passed away in uneventful happiness, 
until, as the time drew near the birth of Christ, Esgair 
had a son, whose advent was hailed with universal 
rejoicing. Llewelyn with trembling joy welcomed his 
little child, and drew many hopeful auguries for the 
future from his first seeing the light in the glorious 
holy tide of Christmas. Esgair suffered considerably 
in health, causing hei* husband great anxiety, and it 
was some time before she could resume her wonted 
place in the castle. But she seemed strangely 
anxious to have her child baptized at the earliest 
possible moment. They were obliged, however, to 
wait some little time for the holy Father Tudno, who, 
again travelling that way on his stated rounds, pro- 
mised by a certain day to receive the babe into the 
arms of the Church. 

Meanwhile the nurses were forbidden to stray 
without the precincts of the castle, and specially 
warned against approaching either of the lakes which 
lay within such easy distance — Llyn Ogwyn and 
Llyn Idwyl. It was rumoured that strange forms were 
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to be sometimes seen wandering round the castle. 
Esgair herself, whose gentle ways had endeared her 
to all around, began to be regarded with suspicion, 
as, when hardly strong enough to leave her chamber, 
she insisted on taking solitary walks, was long absent, 
and frequently returned with traces of tears on her 
cheek. At such times she would redouble her cau- 
tions to the nurses, and sit for hours watching uneasily 
over her babe. They told wild tales, moreover, of 
seeing their mistress in the dead of night leaning over 
the little one's cradle and with clasped hands and 
streaming eyes seeming to wrestle in prayer with some 
invisible power. She would then clasp the infant in 
her arms, sig^ a cross over its forehead and replace it 
slumbering and unconscious in its cot. 

But the slow weeks moved on, St. Valentine's day 
at last arrived, and with it the good Father to perform 
the promised rite. Every preparation made, and the 
little chapel adorned with the pale flowers of early 
spring time — the drooping snowdrop, and the Christ- 
mas rose, nestling in rich green moss from the glen — 
Gwynneth proudly bore her little grandson to the font, 
and the holy service began. 

The wind and rain without, hitherto hardly noticed, 
now dashed with such force against the casements as 
to endanger their frail fastenings, while above the 
chant of the choristers could be distinctly heard the 
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wild howling of the tempest. The little child itself 
moved restlessly from side to side, and seemed to feel 
an adverse influence threatening its fate. All eyes, 
however, were turned on the lady of the castle, who, 
with mortal terror depicted on her countenance, 
eagerly scanned the high windows and shuddered 
visibly as the storm increased. But now the rever- 
end Father took the babe in his arms and ascended 
the steps of the font. Louder and louder roared the 
fierce winds without, and as one mighty gust shook 
the chapel to its very foundations, Esgair uttered a 
faint moan. Llewelyn impatiently turned for the 
first time towards her, and, angrily touching her 
shoulder to recall her attention to the service, mut- 
tered some hasty rebuke about disturbing the people 
around by her ill-timed fears. Father Tudno at this 
moment formally demanded the child's name, and 
Llewelyn gave him, as had already been agreed upon, 
the name of " Rhiwallon." As the holy Father, re- 
peating over the infant the tender words of his faith, 
was about to sign on its brow the sacred symbol of 
the cross, a terrific blast shattered the casements into 
a thousand pieces, all the lights throughout the 
chapel were instantly extinguished, while a deluging 
shower fell on the group round the font. Eldritch 
laughter rang through the air, a piercing shriek was 
heard, and phantom forms tried to wrench the little 
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babe from the good priest's arms. Undismayed and 
calm however, Saint Tudno gathered the helpless 
lamb of the fold still closer in his sheltering clasp, 
and ere the strife of the rough elements well-nigh 
reached him, the little Rhiwallon was already a 
member of the eternal Church. But in Llewelyn's 
awe-struck ear sounded these dread words — 

'* Blare wildly ye breezes a blast of delight, 
A blow hath been struck by Lleweljrn this night.'' 

Now with flying footsteps came a page bearing a 
torch. The wild force of the tempest seemed to 
have spent itself, and comparative peace reigned 
without the castle. Within, the lights were once 
more kindled, but their rays fell upon a cold inanimate 
form. Poor Esgair had fallen forwards, her head lay 
on the hard stone floor, her hands were still raised as if 
in supplication to some invisible power, while dark 
red blood slowly oozed forth from beneath her luxuri- 
ant tresses. With a cry of terror Llewelyn raised her 
in his arms. He found that in falling she had struck 
against the stone step of the font, and a somewhat 
deep wound was made under her thick soft hair. 
He bore her tenderly to her chamber. Through the 
livelong night with keen anguish he and his mother 
(suffering no meaner hand to tend her) ministered to 
her wants. At times she cried uneasily for her babe, 
nor could they soothe or appease her until the little 
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Rhiwallon was brought and laid beside his suffering 
mother in the great state bed, with its dark gorgeous 
hangings and curious antique carving. Llewelyn, 
heart-sore and grievously conscience-stricken, bent 
over the half-slumbering pair. They seemed to his 
excited imagination like the flower and the bud rudely 
torn from the parent stem and fading before his 
very eyes. He listened anxiously over their lips 
to assure himself of their actual breathing. Esgair, 
half-awakened, moved restlessly until feeling her 
babe again cradled in her arms, she murmured low 
words of endearment over him, and sank once mdre 
into troubled slumber. Many days she struggled 
between life and death ; and as Llewelyn kept the 
weary watches by her side, he mournfully remembered 
that it was his own thoughtless temper which had 
brought all this upon his faithful wife, and recklessly 
dissolved one more link that bound her life to his. 
She explained to him that her fears had been roused 
lest the powerful Venedotia should gain possession 
of their boy ere he was christened, and hence the 
strange precautions she had taken and her extreme 
terror in the chapel. She was unable, moreover, 
to warn those around her, as her first word of eluci- 
dation would have sealed the death-warrant of her 
babe ; so powerful was the spell still exercised by 
the fierce enchanter over Rhuddlan's ill-fated race. 
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April breezes brought sounds of spring into the 
land ere Esgair, pale and wan — like one who has 
passed through the valley of the dark shadow—was 
once more borne down the castle stair and carried 
abroad to be invigorated by the reviving vernal air. 
She had taken a strong dislike to the "Castle of 
the Lakes," as their present home was called. Nor 
can this be wondered at, considering the baneful in- 
fluence that had threatened not only her own but her 
infant's life. She entreated Llewelyn to build 
another dwelling by the sea-shore, where strength 
and health might more rapidly return to her, and 
where she hoped to be in a measure free from the 
fell designs of Venedotia. 

With eager zest her repentant husband followed 
the bent of Esgair's mind, and, after many pleasant 
excursions to the neighbouring shores in search of 
a site, they at length resolved to raise the walls 
of their new castle in the centre of the rich plain 
which then lay between the proud headlands of Pen- 
maenmaur and Fenmaenbach. 

Esgair took intense interest in the progress of 
the builders, who were now set to work with the 
utmost diligence. Throughout the long summer, she, 
Gwynneth, Llewelyn, and the babe with his nurses, 
dwelt in * a little shieling on the steep sides of 
Penmaenmaur. Daily descending to the broad fer- 
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tile meadows amid which was to be their future 
home, they cheered and encouraged the labourers at 
their work. Ere the mellow September time came 
round, the walls of the new castle had already risen to 
a considerable height. 

It was now two years since the bridal day of Esgair 
and Llewelyn. Never had mortal man been blessed 
with a gentler, sweeter help-mate. High and low wor- 
shipped their kind mistress ; and the most unruly of 
their half-savage retainers would fly to anticipate her 
slightest desire. 

The little Rhiwallon was a lovely babe; healthy and 
well tended ever since his birth, his firm limbs and 
rosy cheeks were full of promise. His dark eye 
already beamed with intelligence, and his broad brow 
bore the impress of future intellectual power. What 
long hours that fond mother passed alone with 
her babe! At eventide she ascended the wooden 
steps of the shieling, and sending the women to make 
merry with their friends without, hungrily watched 
over her child. Gwynneth and Llewelyn perhaps 
sitting silent below, heard sounds as of a cushat 
dove cooing over its young. Sometimes the tones 
became more audible, and words could be dis- 
tinguished — the mother crooning to her little one as 
if he could understand. 

*' Thou art delivered, my baby, from the evil fate 
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that menaces thy poor mother. Thy pure forehead 
bears on it the sign of the holy cross. Over thee the 
angel of darkness hath now no power save through 
that mother's will. How could they think, my child, 
that to save herself a parent would yield up her 
darling. Nay, nay ; when they tempted me to delay 
thy baptismal hour, they fathomed not the undying 
love Rhiwallon's mother bears her beautiful boy — ^her 
treasure ! " 

Such and other dreamy wailing words overheard 
in the gloaming by Gwynneth and her son, revealed 
to them the unselfish part Esgair had played in 
the events of the past. Pangs of remorse again op- 
pressed Llewelyn as he recalled his harsh rebuke in 
the chapel. He now surmised that could the Evil 
Powers only gain possession of Rhiwallon, Rhuddlan 
and his race, including Esgair herself, would be de- 
livered from all future trouble, and freed for ever from 
the mystic enchantments of Venedotia. But while 
Gwynneth and Llewelyn trembled at the dangento 
which the infant had been exposed, they prized more 
tenderly than ever his fragile mother, whose conduct 
had throughout been above praise; and kneeling down, 
they offered sincere prayer that through the exceed- 
ing faith and purity of Esgair's life she might, with 
heavenly aid, prevent the sacrifice of her child, and 
yet live to accomplish the delh^erance of her race. 
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It was a lovely September afternoon, the sun 
streamed down on the rich purple heather, where 
Esgair, playing with her boy, sat beside a small 
rivulet close to the walls of the rising castle. The 
workmen, resting for their afternoon meal, were re- 
freshed with milk provided for them by the kind com- 
mand of their lady. Gwynneth, busily engaged in 
some labour of love, had remained up at the little 
shieling, while the solitary nurse who accompanied 
Esgair was seated with her work at some distance 
from the mother and her child. 

Llewelyn had gone forth at break of day to 
hunt the deer, and as yet there was no sign of his 
return. A halo of sylvan peace enshrouded the fair 
scene and the actors therein. Amid autumnal 
silence the distant sea lay smooth as glass. Like 
a dim blue mist slumbered the far outline of the 
low-lying islands without. On either side rose 
the frowning sentinels of the vale between — the giant 
Penmaenmaur and the scarcely smaller Penmaen- 
bach ; while behind the smiling plain rose heathery 
slopes, undulating in successive lines towards the 
gloomy Tal-y-van. 

Stretched on soft furs Esgair played with her beauti- 
ful laughter-loving babe. Sometimes she tossed him 
crowing aloft, and caught him tenderly again to her 
heart, then, changing from grave to gay, would whisper 


THE BRIDE OF LL YN ID WYL. 77 


softly in his little ear strange old tales and legends. 
(It was afterwards asserted that when Rhiwallon grew 
to be a man many of his wondrous gifts came from his 
unconscious remembrance of that mother lore.) After 
much time thus spent in dallying with her infant, at 
length Esgair raised him in her arms and descended 
with him to the brink of the murmuring streamlet, 
being thus lost sight of by the nurse, who, still within 
easy hail, did not move from her all-engrossing 
handicraft. 

The peaceful afternoon wore onwards, and soon 
Llewelyn, hot and fatigued, and with a somewhat 
clouded brow (for the day's sport had been unsuc- 
cessful), came striding' down the narrow path, and, 
accosting the nurse, inquired for her mistress and child. 
The maid pointed out the course of the rivulet, and 
Llewelyn springing forward soon cleared the short 
space between, and gained the little eminence where 
the furs, still scattered in rich profusion, bore witness 
to the late presence of Esgair and the babe. Looking 
impatiently around in quest of them, to his horror 
and surprise Llewelyn perceived his son in the arms 
of a strange old man with a long hoary beard and 
white flowing garments. The little boy seemed 
pleased and happy ; he was cooing to his mother, 
while she, seated on a rock in the midst of the 
purling brook, and within a stone's-throw of where 
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Llewelyn stood, watched Rhiwallon's every movement 
with keen delight. Llewelyn paused not to observe 
the majestic stature and noble countenance of the un- 
known (who was, in fact, the ancient Rhuddlan, the 
babe's grandfather), nor remembered till afterwards, 
when it was too late, Esgair's look of entranced 
happiness. So absorbed was she that she did not 
hear her husband's exclamation of anger, did not 
see his rapid steps down the hillock, knew and felt 
nothing till he roughly smote her on the shoulder and 
sharply asked what she meant by allowing their child 
(during his absence) to become the pla3^hing of any 
old vagrant about the place, letting him also run 
the risk of every passing infection of illness. He 
would have added more bitter words of reproach, but 
as he spoke the old man suddenly disappeared. The 
baby gave a loud cry and fell splashing into the 
water. His mother at once caught and drew him out, 
and, with streaming eyes laid him on Llewelyn's 
breast, while around, above, below, with a sound of 
many rushing waters, could be distinguished these 
hoarsely-muttered words : — 

'* The final undoing of Fate hath begun. 
And Esgair's frail portion of happiness done ; 
Arise and return to us, child of the lake, 
Nor nursling nor husband thy slumbers shall wake." 

Quick as light Esgair turned a strange look of 
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terror on her husband. "The waters, the cruel waters!** 
she cried ; " haste to the hills ere it be too late — hasten, 
or they will overwhelm you ! " No thought of her 
own fate unnerved the heroic woman. Waving wildly 
to the workmen, she bade them escape for their lives, 
and indeed the nurse had already seen from above, 
and turned to warn them of an impending tempest. 
Lurid clouds veiled the sun, wild winds sighed around, 
strange shapes arose in the bed of the little river, 
madly leaping to and fro, while, stranger than all, 
and striking consternation to the bravest heart, with 
low growls as of far thunder, arose a huge black wall 
of water in the distant sea, and seemed ever approach- 
ing nearer. Sea gulls and cormorants wheeled in 
the air above, uttering dissonant cries. Affrighted 
and amazed, the terrified workmen left tools, clothes, 
and implements behind and fled in desperate haste 
towards the mountains. 

At this moment Esgair, turning, perceived that 
Llewelyn, paralyzed with terror and remorse, could 
move neither hand nor foot to save himself or the 
child. Endued for the time being with superhuman 
strength, she snatched the babe from his arms, and 
crying "Follow me," swept rapidly across the un- 
even ground, sometimes stumbling and nearly fall- 
ing, but never stopping to take breath until, on the 
slopes of Moel Llys, she reached the trembling 


8o ESGAIR : 


crowd, who from this vantage-ground watched the 
wild work of destruction below. Breathless and ex- 
hausted she flung herself down on the soft turf 
and soothed the bitterly crying and frightened 
infant. 

Esgair's hurried flight awoke Llewelyn from the 
stupor of despair. He followed and aided her as 
best he could, and now stood by her side. In 
silent awe that little assembly beheld the appalling 
inroad of the waters. Like a dark pall, the slow 
moving mass spread itself over the fertile lands 
below; ere long it reached the castle; the unfinished 
walls disappeared, and soon a wide watery waste 
covered the whilome scene of busy labour and the 
rich fields around. At length the remorseless waves 
dashed unavailingly beneath the rising ground where 
stood the trembling fugitives. Loud thanksgivings 
for their safety arose from these simple pious men, 
and they gratefully acknowledged the hand of Pro- 
vidence in their wonderful escape from a watery 
grave. 

But now low sobs of anguish were heard, a mother 
— like Rachel of old — weeping over her child, and 
refusing to be comforted. The gentle Esgair, wan 
and weary, lay prostrate upon the ground. Pain- 
fully she drew her labouring breath and strained 
Rhiwallon to her poor aching heart. Her eyes were 
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mournfully fixed on Llewelyn, as if to take a last 
farewell. His grief could find no utterance. With 
gloomy foreboding he recalled the words of the 
ancient legend, and a cold thrill ran through him as 
he remembered that his fatal impatience had not 
only tempted Esgair's fate, but according to the 
old prophecy had riveted still more firmly the spell 
that bound her hapless kinsmen; for was it not 
written — 

But if that wedded peaee be riven, 
By blows at random three times given, 
Esgair must seek her father's cave. 
Nor quit again the gloomy wave, 
No slow revolving years shall wake 
The spell-bound slumberers of the lake. 

By this time the tempest had gradually died 
away. A faint melody of unearthly beauty fell 
on their ears — as they listened wondering and en- 
tranced, they heard these thrilling words: 

Three times lost, and three times won, 
Thou hast wedded Dafydd's son : 
Brow that holy sign hath crossed 
Ne'er can be by witchcraft lost. 
By thy faith and suffering power 
Thou hast won the conquering hour ; 
Though the spell on thee must break, 
Rhuddlan's race from sleep shall wake ; 
Thou and thine shall dwell in light. 
Saved by glory infinite. 
Rise, the evil spell is broken, 
Peace be thine, and this the token. 
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As the voice ceased the sun broke through the 
clouds, and from his western declivity threw a long 
radiance across the calming ocean. Within this 
glittering pathway stood an angel of exceeding 
beauty, and of grave and majestic countenance. 
With his left hand he beckoned to Esgair. With 
his right he pointed to the golden rays behind 
him, within which myriad shapes of brightest loveli- 
ness seemed to move. The light fell on Esgair's 
head as she arose with new strength from the 
earth. Already a solemn stillness hushed the grief 
of her pale features and a new expression beamed 
from her pure face. 

"Heaven guard and guide thee, my babe," she 
said, and placing him tenderly in his nurse's arms, 
turned to Llewellyn imploring him to wish her 
farewell. He approached and wildly cast his 
arms around her — the strong passions of earth 
still raged uncontrolled in his unchastened bosom 
— but she slowly disengaged herself from his de- 
spairing caress and hopefully trod the brief steps 
that divided her from the heavenly visitant. The 
angel took her by the hand — once more with over- 
flowing tenderness she waved adieu to her husband, 
and ere the awestruck Llewelyn could move from 
where he stood, the red sun disappeaned with a 
sudden dip behind the distant island. With him 
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also, alas I were gone the last faint traces of that 
pathway of light, wherein had moved, but a moment 
before, those bright blessed forms, connecting earth 
with the upper world. 

Breaking from his trancelike despair, Llewelyn 
madly rushed to the water's brink and again and 
again strove to end his miserable existence by 
flinging himself into the gloomy sea. But his 
people restrained him, and the nurse brought the 
little Rhiwallon to his side. The unhappy father 
turned to look on his child, then with renewed 
agony, as he remembered how he had for ever 
deprived that tender nursling of a mother's care, 
he groaned aloud and smote his hands wildly 
together. But now, through the quiet evening air 
— calm and serene — like dew on the parched and 
weary herb, was borne this soothing message from 
invisible realms : 

Farewell to the home of my brief mortal years, 
Farewell to the valley of sunshine and tears. 
Now over our castle on Arvon's pale shore 
The waters of Meinai shall surge evermore. 
Llyn Idwyl ! sleep calmly — thou desolate lake. 
Dark Glydirs I no Esgair your echoes shall wake. 
But mourn not, Llewelyn, die fate of thy love. 
She smiles still upon thee from regions above. 
Arise and walk onward, nor idly repine, 
A mission that angels might sigh for is thine. 
To guide and to shelter through life's opening days 
Rhiwallon, whose future all Cymri shall praise. 

G 2 
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The Spirit Divine hath inclined to my voicei 
And parents and kindred around me rejoice. 
My fate is accomplished — the spell overcome, 
And Paradise opens to Rhuddlan a home. 

The sudden shadow that had followed sunset 
now gave way to gorgeous colouring. From the 
closed western portals of the day emerged rich 
waving lines of gold and roseate hue, and spread 
far overhead. Behind the distant islands where 
the sun had disappeared glowed an atmosphere of 
living amber. For a brief moment the gates of 
Paradise were indeed "standing ajar" to receive 
the now immortal Esgair and her long lost kindred. 

Awhile the watchers on the shore continued on 
their knees hoping once more to see that heavenly 
visitant or hear again the soul-stirring -voice that 
had fallen from unseen lips. At last one by one 
they arose, and gazing seawards by the waning 
light beheld the broad band of waters still 
covering the fertile plains, the green meadows, 
and the unfinished castle. Little rippling waves 
broke at their feet and marked the boundary line, 
where to this day, the waves surge and swell be- 
tween the mighty Penmaens upon the Cambrian 
Coast. 

At this moment Gwynneth arrived breathless in 
their midst and joined her lamentations to those 
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of the little babe, who, missing his mother, bewailed 
her loss in heart-rending tones. 

The workmen now turned to seek a night's 
lodging where they could, for their temporary 
dwellings had shared the fate of the more lordly 
castle. Llewelyn, still carrying his child, motioned 
to his mother to draw somewhat aside, and as 
they slowly remounted the hill, frequently paus- 
ing to cast wistful glances around, and to strain 
their eyes in vain toward the fading west, he 
related to her the various occurrences of that 
fatal day and repeated the farewell words of his 
lost wife. *' Hear me, mother," exclaimed he, 
as they gained the door of the shieling ; " by 
the remembrance of my Esgair's pure and holy 
life, I devote myself henceforth to the fulfilment 
of her behest, and while life and strength remain 
I promise so to cherish and bring up our child 
(aided by heavenly power) that he shall renew 
the memory of his sainted mother, and become 
the benefactor of mankind." 

Clasping the babe closer in his arms he turned 
to enter at the lowly door, but with a cry of joy 
the infant stretched out its little arms, and lo ! soft 
and pure in the western sky gleamed through the 
dusk the gentle Evening Star. Then Llewelyn knew 
in his heart that his vow had been heard, and 
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that an angel spirit shone approval of his humble 
resolution. 

With mournful resignation, aided by his mother 
and cheered by the ministrations of the good 
Father Tudno, Llewelyn passed the remainder of 
his days in the careful up-bringing of his son. 
They never returned to the Castle of the Lakes. 
For at daybreak on the morning which succeeded 
Esgair's translation, a messenger arrived footsore 
and weary bringing strange tidings of devastation. 
As the last stroke of midnight clanged from the castle 
clock the whole mighty fabric disappeared, and 
with it the numerous servants, the fleet steeds, 
and the fabulous wealth which Esgair's bridal night 
had brought to Llewelyn. 

Gwynneth and Llewelyn now fixed their abode 
on the giant slopes of Penmaenmaur, and often 
at sunset the father was seen pointing up the 
golden pathway and watching with his little son 
for the first pale ray of the Evening Star. 

Rhiwallon grew and flourished apace. His was 
a fearless nature. He loved the sea, the hills, 
the birds, and the flowers. His childish brow 
only became clouded with pain or sorrow for the 
sufferings of man and beast, which even in earliest 
boyhood he ever yearned to alleviate. 

When still an infant he was often found with a 
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sweet smile upon his countenance, and in after 
years could recall the dim vision of an angel form 
that bent over and lulled him in his dreams, but 
was ever absent when he awoke. Gwynneth and 
Llewelyn were long spared to foster his awakening 
talents, and ere they were gathered to their fathers 
the name of Rhiwallon had become a household 
word, for the sweet songs of the gentle bard are 
to this day remembered and sung wherever the 
Cymri tongue is known and loved.^ 

^ Founded on an old Welsh legend. There is a submerged half-built 
castle between Penmaenmaur and Penmaenbach, which can be seen 
at low tides. 
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It will not surprise you, dear children, to learn that 
after Hans Christian Andersen wrote his touching 
story of "The Little Mermaid," the whole world 
sighed with a strong desire to behold the true like- 
ness of that loving and lovely heroine. 

Painters and sculptors wandered anxiously by the 
sea-shore ; not alone in Denmark, but in many other 
countries, seeking thus to obtain a glimpse of one of 
the mermaidens — whose whole race has been for ever 
immortalized by the gentle Dane — longing to depict 
on canvas, or to carve in marble, the fair lineaments 
of the faithful sea-child who gave her voice and her 
life for the Prince she loved. 

Now for successive ages it has been well known 
among the denizens of the ocean that trouble and 
misfortune must certainly fall on the mermaiden who 
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ihould visit the shore too frequently, or permit her 
ikeness to be taken in any form whatsoever. 

Long, long ago, the most beautiful of the sea- 
lymphs rose in her gambols to the surface of the 
billows ; and as in those days mermaids wore no tails, 
ind were consequently unable to steer themselves 
properly, she was carried on shore by the force of the 
ivaves, where such was the confusion caused by her 
:harms, that gods and goddesses themselves quar- 
relled about her, and artists in their enthusiasm 
leglected everything else to depict in all its bewil- 
iering beauty the sea-born loveliness of *' Aphrodite." 
Great was the indignation excited by the appearance 
3f this fair interloper in the aerial courts, and 
* Here/' the Queen of Olympus, persuaded her hus- 
band, the awful " Jove," to issue a decree ordaining 
that henceforth and for evermore all mermaidens 
should bear long tails ; thus confining their dan- 
gerous influence to. their own native element ; and 
furthermore forbidding them, on pain of severest 
penalties, to hold communication with the inhabitants 
of earth or sky. 

Though centuries have rolled away, this dread 
command is still remembered and obeyed, and hence 
the extreme difficulty experienced by those whose 
artistic longings had been kindled afresh by the 
glowing descriptions of the sweet Danish writer. 


THE YOUNG SCULPTOR. 93 

One golden evening during the brief but glorious 
northern summer, the young sculptor, Eothwald, 
after a weary day of unavailing search for the 
far-famed mermaidens, threw himself down on the 
soft grass by a river's side, and lulled by the soft 
ceaseless murmur of the rushing waters, sank into 
deep dreamless sleep. As the drowsiness of fatigue 
wore itself away, he became gradually conscious of 
ravishing strains of music, and rousing himself half 
awakened to listen to the dulcet sounds, he still heard 
the harmonious cadences of some stringed instrument 
swell and thrill in tones of unearthly beauty. 

Eothwald arose softly from his grassy couch, and 
stole noiselessly along. Keeping himself carefully 
concealed behind rocks and brushwood, he followed 
the sound, till at a bend of the' stream he beheld the 
young river god Nacken, seated at the entrance to a 
grotto, playing and singing to his harp strains of 
heaven-born music; while, bathed in the evening 
sunshine, and with their arms lovingly intertwined, 
there on the surface of the water, in rapt attention, 
floated the lovely mermaiden sisters, Duva and 
Himinglafa, unsuspicious of danger, and forgetful of 
all else, for the spell of love's magic numbers hung 
over them and rivetted their attention. , 

The inspired Nacken continued his impas- 
sioned lay ; the blushing Himinglafa, to whom his 
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song of homage was addressed, shook her long 
chestnut tresses until they formed a veil around her, 
and laid her soft cheek on the shoulder of the in- 
nocent Duva, who, childlike, wondered at her 
sister's excess of emotion. 

A while Eothwald remained motionless, over- 
whelmed by the beauty of the scene, but soon the 
surpassing loveliness of the sea-sisters fired his 
artistic mind with keen ardour ; he felt within him- 
self that could he but reproduce these enchanting 
forms in marble, he would die content. He 
resolved to seek his home, and return thence pro- 
vided with all the necessary materials for working. 
He had noticed during his wanderings, not far from 
this very spot, a cave, where he fancied he could work 
undisturbed. The clay by this river being famous 
for its plastic properties, it would be easy for him to 
model by day concealed from all beholders, and at 
eventide to steal forth unobserved, and gain new 
ideas of beauty from the fan* sisters now before him. 

As he silently pondered and matured this plan, a 
silvery voice was heard afar, and, quick as light, Duva 
and Himinglafa sprang away through the darkening 
waters at their mother's call, while Nacken, carrying 
his harp with him, abruptly disappeared within the 
shadowy entrance of the grotto. 

Darkness came suddenly on ; the river, cold and 
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black, ran past Eothwald with sullen murmurings ; 
the wild owl swept close by where he stood, brushing 
his face with her wing, and uttering her desolate cry. 
The startled scalptor well-nigh missed his footing, 
and only escaped falling into the stream by catching 
hold of the boughs above his head. But undismayed 
and undaunted, he groped his way successfully out 
of the wood, and then hastened cheerfully home- 
wards, light-hearted and content ; for what were 
darkness, danger, or fatigue 1 The quenchless fire of 
genius burned within his breast ; the long dreamt-of 
ideal was no longer a faint, far-off vision, but had 
become to him a reality of dazzling beauty. 

Ere daylight returned Eothwald had been to his 
home and informed his old housekeeper that he 
was bound for a few days* trip into the country. 
He put together his working tools, and having at 
her earnest request taken some provisions in his 
knapsack, he swallowed a hasty meal, and before 
the sun was yet high in the heavens, was already 
ensconced in the cave and fast asleep in its welcome 
shade, after all the fatigue and excitement of the 
last few but eventful hours. 

And now night after night, sheltered by brush- 
wood, rock, and ferii, the enthusiastic youth engraved 
on his heart the exquisite beauty of those fair 
denizens of the sea ; nay more, in the ardour of 
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his pursuit he became himself enamoured of the 
lovely childlike Duva. Often while Nacken and 
Himinglafa held sweet converse together, their com- 
panion unobserved would float silently hearer and 
nearer to the shore. Sometimes she amused herself 
by twining long wreaths of the ferns and creepers 
which hung over the river bank. Sometimes she 
laughingly lifted small silvery fish from their holes 
beneath the bank ; then remembering that air to 
them was death, she would place them gently once 
more in their native element, and smiling, watch 
their playful movements when fhey frisked around 
her, as if in gratitude, before they swam away. 
Sometimes flinging her long tresses of hair over 
the grass by the river margin, clasping her hands 
above her head, reposing half on land and half on 
water, she would lie with all a maiden's dreamy 
thoughts of the unknown future, her clear blue eyes 
fixed on the starry vault above, her every action a 
study of grace and poetry, until Himinglafa's soft 
summons roused her, when springing again into life 
and motion, the agile Duva excited new admiration in 
the sculptor's mind as with the swiftness of a startled 
bird she flitted across the water and disappeared with 
her sweet sister beneath the briny wave. 

It is not given to me to say how Duva and Eoth- 
wald first became acquainted ; but it is certain that 


THE YOUNG SCULPTOR. 97 

before the young sculptor bad spent many nights by 
the water's side, that innocent child of the sea grew 
to know what it was that made the long hours pass 
so swiftly to Himinglafa and Nacken, when they 
were together ; for a feeling hitherto unknown sprang 
up within her own simple breast, and taught her to 
welcome with beating heart the appearance of her 
new friend. 

What long happy hours they passed together by 
starlight and moonlight on that river brink ! How 
endless were the words they had to say to each other 
in those stolen interviews ! and yet, though all seemed 
so untroubled, a secret care disturbed the peace of 
either loving bosom. It is true that Duva had at- 
tempted to lighten hers by confiding it to her lover, 
for early in their acquaintance she told him that she 
longed to whisper in her mother^s ear the story of her 
Eothwald, and to find in the majestic Ran's motherly 
bosom a soft pillow whereon to still the flutterings of 
her awakened heart ; but in tones of displeasure the 
young sculptor chid her childlike impulse, and went 
so far as to threaten that should she ever breathe 
to her family the fact of his existence, he could 
never seek her more. 

Chilled and frightened at hearing Eothwald address 
her in accents such as he had never used before, the 
gentle Duva tearfully promised to comply with his 
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request, and to conceal from all the knowledge of 
her earthly lover. But the concealment preyed on 
her mind, and though in his presence she forgot all 
save the bliss of being beloved, yet she had for ever 
lost the joyous serenity of her early youth ; while 
the very look which roused her watchful mother's 
anxiety, gave her in her lover's eye, a more etherial 
air of languor and grace. 

Eothwald*s secret care was widely different: he 
knew that his Duva might in some terrible unknown 
manner have to suffer for his love ; but his anxiety- 
was lest he should not succeed in obtaining her per- 
fect likeness, and thence partly came his reluctance 
to allow her to speak of him to her people. He made 
sure they would remind her of the perils of holding 
intercourse with m.ankind, and probably put a com- 
plete stop to their clandestine meetings, now only 
carried on undei the shadow of the more legitimate 
attachment of Himinglafa and Nacken. 

While the inexperienced Duva only knew and felt 
she loved, the more worldly Eothwald gazed upon 
her with a critical and artistic eye, and often sent 
a chill of cold presentiment to her very heart's core^ 
when to her gentlest words he vouchsafed no answer ; 
but, absently scanning her perfect form, would strive 
to compare and calculate in his mind the accuracy 
of his progressing model in the cave. 
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He found it easy to obtain Duva's compliance with 
all his requests save one ; but it was for long in vain 
that he besought her to leave her watery home. 
Many a time and oft they parted almost in anger, 
and the poor little sea-nymph more than once weep- 
ingly entreated him sooner to quit her for ever, 
and go back to his own kith and kind. But Eoth- 
wald always returned afresh to the charge, for, be- 
sides his real attachment to the gentle maid herself, 
he knew that could he but once behold her fair 
proportions near him in the cave, he could success- 
fully finish his now nearly completed model; and, 
by imparting to it thosa life-like touches which 
alone it required, he would be enabled to give to 
the world for the first time the perfect image of a 
mermaiden. With true artistic fervour he forgot his 
mortal love in the eager pursuit of his immortal art, 
and, brought completely to a standstill by the haras- 
sing intensity of his longing to have the living form 
at hand to aid him in his work, he grew so unkind 
towards Duva that with saddened heart the poor 
child promised to comply with his prayer, and 
arranged to accompany him through the wood the 
following night, when the yellow harvest moon 
would reign in her fullest beauty. 

Words cannot paint the overflowing sorrow that op- 
pressed the pale mermaiden's heart that eventful day 
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as she joined her parents and sisters, for what an in- 
ward voice told her, was the last time. Old Agir, 
her father, gathered her to his bosom, and pressed his 
little Duva to tell her trouble, but with a forced 
smile she first nestled closer to that protecting shoulder 
and then sprang half sobbing away, and they thought 
she grieved over the approaching bridals of Nacken 
and Himinglafa and the prospect of losing her 
favourite sister. 

The wild young Kolga blew through her shell, and 
in her efforts to cheer Duva made such a bubbling 
amid the water, that people passing in boats far above 
the sea-king's palace, paused on their oars to watch 
the agitated surface and thought they had discovered 
a new ocean spring. 

Hafring and Blodughadda caressed their little sister 
and playfully asked her to choose whether they should 
all wear coral or pearls at Himinglafa*s wedding, but 
with trembling lip she turned away, unable to trust 
her voice in answer to their laughing affection, and 
for the first time they deemed their pet Duva was 
sullen. Ah ! how little they knew the aching throbs 
of pain that strangled her sweet voice and silenced 
their sorrow-stricken playmate. 

At last the hour of sunset drew near. Together, as 
usual, Himinglafa and Duva rose to the surface of 
the darkening ocean, and soon were greeted by the 
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entrancing strains of Nacken*s harp. Slowly Duva dis- 
engaged herself from her sister's embrace and lingered 
long near the companion, till now the sharer of every 
joy or care. But time's relentless wheel rolled on, and 
through the woods by the river's brink gleamed the 
golden radiance of the harvest moon, as the mermaiden 
at length approached the shore where her lover kept 
anxious watch. With joyful eagerness Eothwald 
greeted her, and in low trembling tones whispered 
loving thanks into her ear; even then Duva would 
have withdrawn her consent, but the impatient Eoth- 
wald, without pausing, threw his strong arms around 
her, raised his beloved burden from the glittering 
water, and bore her swiftly towards the cave. 

A feeling of deadly sickness came over the little 
sea-maid as she was thus lifted from her native 
element, but the soothing words of her lover infused 
new life into her fainting frame, and in safety they 
reached the cave, where Eothwald joyfully deposited 
his lovely charge on the couch he had so long prepared 
for her use. 

Uttering but scant welcome the sculptor flew 
rapidly to his work, for already fatigue and ex- 
haustion clouded the sweet eyes, that were wont to 
sparkle so merrily, and spread a new languor over 
the limbs of his exquisite model. With passionate 
energy Eothwald moulded his plastic clay, completely 
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forgetting in his ardour the unwonted position of 
the sea-king*s daughter, and her need of watchful 
tenderness, 

A stranger in a new and untried world — a timid 
maiden strayed for the first time far beyond the pro- 
tecting care of parents and brethren, the little Duva 
reclined amazed upon her fragrant bed of leaves. 
Strange thrills were sent through her by the strong 
night perfumes exhaled on every side from earthly 
leaf, tree, and flower. 

At last she was upon that land about which from 
childhood she had dreamed, with an eager desire to 
explore its forbidden mysteries. But she thought 
not of these things, her whole heart was absorbed in 
Eothwald. The young sculptor no longer gazed on 
her with the melting eye of love. By the flickering 
light of the torch which shed its ruddy glow over 
the cave, she could perceive the artist's glance now 
fixed on his clay figure, now turned upon herself 
with a searching look of restless dissatisfaction 
due in reality to the shortcomings of his own handi- 
work, but which chilled and saddened Duva's sensi- 
tive heart. 

Again and again the gentle maiden nerved her 
voice to speak, but faintness overpowered hef, and a 
dreamless sleep already fanned her with its over- 
shadowing wings. Eothwald's form swam magnified 
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before her eyes, and then vanished altogether amid 
the mist of gathering tears. The cave grew dim — 
the little sea-child again beheld the palace of her 
father — ^her lovely sisters waved a mute welcome 
through the changing atmosphere. With the tre- 
mulous sigh of a repentant child that has erred, 
but returns with glad sorrow to fling itself on its 
mother's breast, Duva, forgetting all save that joyful 
vision, stretched forth her innocent arms with a low 
murmur of tenderness, and a gesture of delight. 

" Can you not remain as I placed you } " im- 
patiently muttered the sculptor, as the sudden move- 
ment of Duva's arms altered her whole position, and 
lost irretrievably the graceful attitude he was striving 
faithfully to immortalise. Even as he spoke, some- 
thing about his beloved alarmed him ; he rushed 
across the cave, but ere he could touch her, Duva's 
fair form had disappeared — she was gone ! 

The red torch flickered high, and suddenly ex- 
pired. The moon's ray, cold and pale, penetrated 
within the cave, and lo ! upon the spot so lately 
pressed by the enchanting figure of the poor little 
stranger, pure and transparent in the silvery light, 
glistened a white pearly shell, while a tiny rivulet 
stole silently from beneath it, and trickled into 
the moonlit glen without. 

Eothwald threw himself wildly on his knees, and 
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feft the couch all over in vain — in vain! — then in 
desperation he fled out into the wood and searched 
for his lost love, breathing her name in fondest 
accents through the silence of the night, but alas ! 
awakening no response from the desolate solitudes 
around him. Wearied and heart-broken he returned 
at length from his fruitless errand, and sank into 
heavy slumber. 

Hours had passed unheeded away, when with 
troubled recollection he awoke and sprang to his 
feet. Gradually he remembered that in his dreams 
Duva had again appeared to him. With bitter tears 
she sorrowfully told him that his own thoughtless 
actions had parted them. He first tempted her by 
mortal love to deceive and leave her fond parents 
and her beloved home ; then as he moulded his 
clay from her beautiful form, in the self-abstraction 
of genius, he half forgot her sacrifice, and neglected 
her tender spirit. Wounded and unable to struggle 
against her altered condition of life without the 
comforting care of her mortal lover, she had fallen 
a victim to the law that ruled supreme over herself 
and her kindred, and lost her visible shape, which 
became again transformed into the water, whence it 
originally sprang. With streaming eyes she waved a 
long farewell, then, lovely as a morning dream, faded 
from his view. 
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Eothwald flew back to his work with fierce energy ; 
he felt indeed a high soaring ambition. He yearned 
to represent worthily, to this and future generations, 
the fair lineaments, the tender immortal beauty of the 
sea-king's daughter, who had given him her simple 
young heart, and whose affection he had so rudely 
requited. A solemn inward voice told him he had 
no time to spend in useless remorse, or in unavail- 
ing lamentation. Death's shadowy finger already 
beckoned him to the ** silent land." Grief had snapped 
the first chord of life's hitherto sweet melod)", and 
his days on earth were numbered. 

He returned in a short space to his native city. 
His * half-finished work was slowly removed to the 
studio. There by day and by night he laboured 
almost ceaselessly, and wove into a wild poetical 
dream the young life of the fair Duva and her 
family, as she herself in days gone by had fre- 
quently, half romancing and half in earnest, described 
it to him. 

He designed a lofty fountain, and upon its six 
sides placed in groups of wondrous imagery her par- 
ents, their nine lovely daughters, and the young 
river-god Nacken, whose strains had first led him 
to his beloved. As in his lonely studio he cease- 
lessly toiled, he wrote down at intervals this expla- 
nation of his labours — that to all futurity might be 
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known t>ie names and history of those whose divine 
beauty he thus strove to commemorate.' 

" Agir, tlie ocean god, who hates mankind, I re- 
present in the prime of life, with a long flowing 
beard, which he holds back with one hand, in the 
other he grasps a sceptre. Enthroned on a gigantic 
shell, and planting his foot on a dolphin, his hand- 
some features wear an expression of proud disdain. 

"When the winter has passed {as our Northern 
poets have sung) and the May sun melts the ice, 
the ships in the harbour lift their anchors ready 
to sail, and only the wind is wanting. Thereupon 
Agir (who delights in punishing the pride of man- 
kind by robbing them of their treasures — taking 
husbands from their homes, their wives, and their 
children, and drowning the mourners in floods of 
bitter tears) calls to his youngest daughter Kolga to 
begin the sport. 

" In the next shell-like division of the fountain, 
I place Kolga, who, with short rough hair and 
hoydenish action, distends to the full her rosy 
cheeks as she blows through the valves of her shell 
a sort, seductive wind, sufficient to swell the sails, 
and tempt the ill-fated ships to sea. Above her, 

of Ihe different groups repreaenled on ibe fountain, 
itibl vork of art, designed and executed \f] Motin, 
ulptor ol great promise, novr dead. 
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shrouded in her long veil, is the mysterious and 
majestic Ran (Agir*s princely consort, and the 
anxious mother of his many children). She en- 
courages Ronn, her second youngest, who gently 
and dreamingly along the blue ripples stirs the first 
breath on the calm waters. Hafring, Unn, and 
Bylgia, with the little water-elves and sprites, help 
to raise the swelling seas until the waves are moun- 
tains high. 

" Then the hard-hearted and vindictive Boara (once 
scorned and deserted by a mortal lover) crushes the 
prows to atoms. She delights in the destruction of 
human handiwork, and is therefore portrayed with a 
sternly beautiful though cruel countenance. Next 
Agir calls on Blodughadda, enveloped in her long 
flowing tresses, to descend through the deeper waters 
and secure the ships' rich treasures, for no lock or 
key any longer protects them. 

" But the fond father misses his favourite children, 
Himinglafa and Duva ; he loudly calls on Ran to tell 
him where they are. * Alas,* answers his queen, ' our 
daughters are held captive in the web of Nacken ; 
up there, on the fresh water-stream, they float, like 
one charmed, listening to his melodious song. I 
have begged and threatened, but all in vain. Me- 
thinks one or both of them is befooled by first love.* 
" Then Agir arose in fearful rage, calling upon 
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his remaining daughters to entice Nacken forth from 
the precincts of his grotto (which, being in fresh 
water, was beyond the sea-king's domain) into the 
deep ocean, there to take him captive, and deliver 
their sisters from his thraldom. 

*' So they all float on, displaying their charms like 
roses and lilies playing on the waters : their beauti- 
ful dishevelled hair, their graceful forms, their coral 
chains, their strings of pearls, triumphantly makings 
sure of enticing the hapless youth into the salt waters. 
Hut no sooner have they reached the entrance to the 
grotto, than behold ! a youth, divinely beautiful, is 
seen. Harp in hand, he sings a soft, melancholy 
strain with the purest of voices. The beauteous 
sisters, scarce moving, tarry on the heaving waters, 
and listen, entranced, to his heart-thrilling song. 

''Awakening from his own love-dreams as he marks 
the approach of Himinglafa's lovely sisters, the young 
river-god sings of his happy youth, when amid green 
meadows, and under verdant trees, he listened to the 
melodies of birds, and learnt from them the sweet art 
of song — until, restless and eager for change, he wan- 
dered forth from his early home into the wide world, 
with endless longing for the unattainable. To punish 
his presumption, he was at length condemned only 
to exist in water, and became the genius of running 
streams. Thus he pours out his lament in strains so 
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moving, that even the wild swan is arrested in her 
flight, and the daughters of Agir, deeply enthralled, 
heedless of their parents' call to action, remain 
motionless before the grotto, allowing ships and 
mariners to sail by in perfect calm. 

"At length, Agir and Ran, angry and impatient, 
hasten towards them, when, enchanted like their 
children, by Nacken*s exquisite lay, they also remain 
to listen, forgetful of the time and of the passing 
hours, till daylight breaks suddenly upon them. 
The relentless laws of fate forbidding their escape 
(if found within fresh water at sunrise), they all 
then become spell-bound." 

Such was the description Eothwald wrote of his 
wondrous fountain, on which Nacken still dreams 
on, harp in hand, singing of the days of yore. The 
beautiful Himinglafa leans forward, modestly draw- 
ing her long tresses across her white shoulders, 
drinking in, with downcast eyes, every intonation 
of her betrothed. The child-like Duva, adorned as 
when the sculptor first beheld her, with long strands 
of priceless pearls intertwined on hair, neck, and 
bosom, raises herself from the water in the attitude 
he had studied a thousand times, and half surrounds 
her beloved sister with her arm, listening intently, as 
on that well-remembered evening, to Nacken's heart- 
thrilling music. No shadow of future sorrow clouds 


1 10 EOTHWALD : 


Duva's fair brow ; but moulded in all the fresh inno- 
cence of her dewy youth, she remains to this hour the 
loveliest mermaiden that ever gladdened mortal eye. 

The shell she left upon the couch of leaves, the 
artist introduced again and again in his labour of 
love, and indeed took from its shape the designs for 
the six sides of his fountain, the figures on which 
were the size of life. 

At last the story of Duva's early life was given. 
Raised from ocean, cavern, and grotto by Eothwald's 
genius, her family were immortalized by his art. 
The sculptor's task was completed. In a paroxysm 
of agony, he fell on his knees as he realized that 
though instinct with life his inspired work arose in 
all its chill perfection before him, yet the living, 
loving, lovely mermaiden would never more greet 
him with her warm, shy smile, and her low, tender 
voice. 

At daybreak the old housekeeper came to light 
the studio fire; for it was now winter-time, and the 
snow lay thick upon the ground. By the first dim 
ray of light she descried Eothwald kneeling before his 
finished sculpture. Her heart misgave her ; he was her 
foster-child — dear to her as her own. She stutnbled 
forward and touched his arm ; it was cold and motion- 
less as his own marble figures. Then a loud cry of 
grief told the tale of death. Eothwald was no more. 
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His immortal spirit had fled. Whether in the regions 
of the unknown invisible world he may once more 
meet and clasp his Duva to his breast by the blessed 
waters of Paradise, we cannot tell, but such may be 
the merciful will of that loving Father who watches 
unceasingly over the creatures of his hand, and feels 
a divine sympathy in their sorrows. 

One of Eothwald's hands rested on the word Duva, 
which he had finished chiselling beneath his beauteous 
beloved. In his other hand was found, fast clasped — 
so fast indeed that they could not remove it from 
his stiffened fingers — a gleaming white pearly shell. 
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FIDO AND FIDUNIA. 

Once within a deep and gloomy forest there dwelt a 
lonely maiden. She had never known any com- 
panionship but that of nature, animate and inanimate. 
She loved the birds, the shy playful squirrels, and all 
the various animals, which having always known her 
there, friendly and harmless, regarded her in their 
turn, with trustful affection. 

It made no difference in their feelings towards the 
young girl that she was not beautiful. Her thick 
sandy hair hung in coarse straight elf locks on her 
shoulders. Her skin looked rough, and her features 
were not prepossessing. But these poor ignorant 
creatures only noticed that her voice was low and 
exceeding sweet. When she stooped to fondle the 
frolicsome rabbits, or perchance to bind up the 1^ 
of some wounded hare, they thought her tender 
fingers wondrous soft, and her warm cheek felt 
very smooth to them as she pressed it against their 
furry coats, and pettingly coaxed them to linger a 
moment on her lap. 
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Strange to say, though the little maid had no 
distinct remembrance of human fellowship, yet she 
spoke in silvery tones a language which you or I, 
dear children, should very well understand. 

She dwelt in the hollow of an old tree, and few 
were the wants of her simple life. A clear spring, 
bubbling up among the rocks near at hand, in the 
centre of an open grassy space, formed a natural 
bath, where every morning, undisturbed by fear of 
man, she bathed herself, and wrung the water from 
her dripping tresses. 

In summer time she often slept high up between 
the forked branches of a mighty cedar-pine, where 
with sticks and long grass she had woven herself a 
sort of nest. From hence also she could contem- 
plate the stars, between whom and herself there ever 
seemed a link of sympathy. To her untaught 
imagination it appeared that the heavenly luminaries 
were happy in being among others of their kind. 
Whereas, had she but known it, each one of those 
seemingly tiny lights glowed myriads of miles apart 
from its nearest neighbour. 

Fidunia dv/elt serene, content with her lot ; yet it 
was only natural that in her maturing bosom the 
yearning instincts of womanhood should awake, and 
that she longed, with an intensity of which she herself 
was hardly aware, for some creature to whom she 
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could recount, and with whom she could share, the 
pleasures and pains of her solitary life. 

In the forest where she had her home there were 
no great alternations of heat and cold, nor was the 
length of the days so different as we find it in our 
own more northerly climate. Still it was spring-time 
m this land of which I speak. The far soft tread of 
summer already sent a reviving thrill through the 
woods and glades, and Fidunia's thoughts turned 
anew to her forlorn condition. 

She remarked, as was her wont, the habits of the 
brute-world around. Every bird had its mate. The 
sober rooks perambulated the green sward in pairs. 
The thrush wooed his love in songs of gushing 
melody- The tender turtle-doves cooed ceaselessly 
to each other. The very mole that burrowed by 
the fountain side, brought a sable bride to enjoy 
with him the hidden comforts of his subterranean 
dwelling. 

Fidunia sat and pondered over these things. 
Again and again she tried, like Narcissus, to see her 
image in the crystal spring. But kind nature, 
careful to spare the little maid a needless pang, 
ruffled the translucent surface so perpetually, that 
the young girl's face only cast a dancing shadow 
on the bubbling water amid the rocks. 

Baffled in her hopes of even a shadowy companion, 
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Fidunia, with a tear in her eye, murmured " Alone, 
ever alone ! Ah, cruel fate ! How I sigh for some- 
thing really to love me." 

Awhile she remained motionless, gazing moodily 
into the troubled spring, but anon her quick ear 
caught the pattering sound of little feet upon the 
dead beech-leaves that formed a rich carpet near at 
hahd. She thought it was the squirrels, yet theirs 
was a bounding lighter tread. She turned — and, lo ! 
running towards her across the open space, she saw a 
beautiful dog. In colour he was almost golden ; his 
silky hair fell soft as feathery down on either side of 
his little body. His tail and ears of darker chestnut 
tinge imparted piquancy to his shape. His paws were 
exquisitely clean, and covered with lovely hair. His 
brilliant dark brown eyes shone with extraordinary 
intelligence — at least, so Fidunia thought — as the 
little fellow slowly trotted up and stood before her, 
wagging his bushy tail. 

"Art thou come to be my companion?" the 
maiden joyfully cried. In answer to her question, 
the small quadruped came nearer still, and very very 
gently laid himself down at her feet. His mute 
gesture was most expressive. 

Fidunia surveyed him carefully, she thought she saw 
the marks of sadness in his wistful countenance — he 
gambolled not around her, nor attempted to lick her 
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hand, but fixing on her his large anxious eyes, seemed 
to implore permission to remain by her side. Natur- 
ally fearless and fond of animals, Fidunia drew him 
upon her knee, and gently stroking the while his 
silky coat she asked him " whence he came, where 
his home, and what his name." The little creature 
could not reply in human tongue, but he continued 
to wag his eloquent tail, and to gaze earnestly in 
her face. 

"If you are going to be my companion, I must 
know what to call you," said the wondering maiden. 
*' My name is Fidunia," added she dreamily — but 
at this last word the dog sprang from her lap to 
the ground, and assumed a begging attitude in front 
of the little damsel. " Nay, nay, my dear doggie, I 
cannot call you Fidunia," cried she, but, after a mo- 
ment's reflection, " would not ' Fido ' do as well ? " 

Hardly had this name dropped from her lips 
than the wise animal bounded into the air, and then 
ran round and round in a manner most expressive of 
joy. Fidunia delighted, clapped her hands, and as at 
this well-known signal all her feathered and furred 
friends came trooping around to enquire her will, she 
at once introduced Fido to their notice, and an 
alliance offensive and defensive was forthwith agreed 
upon between the community at large, and their 
mistress's new favourite. 
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Ere long Fidunia discovered that her comrade 
was both active and playful, and though he could 
not speak her language nor she understand his, 
and she therefore never discovered his previous 
history, yet she surmised that he must have been 
separated from some one he dearly loved. For this 
reason she bore patiently with his occasional fits of 
low spirits. Soothed and cheered by her gentle com- 
panionship and thoughtful sympathy, Fido, before 
very long forgot his sorrows, and became the gayest 
of the gay. 

Echoes hitherto unknown to Fidunia in the solemn 
forest, were roused by his shrilly bark of joy, as 
capering round his young mistress, they wandered 
together far adown those sylvan glades. Fidunia 
could now indeed venture farther from home, as 
however long they roamed abroad, the dog*s won- 
drous instinct always led them back to the gnarled 
tree, the crystal fountain, and the green velvety 
lawn, for so many years the little maiden's happy 
abode. 

She soon discovered that Fido was very accom- 
plished in various ways — and she fancied also that 
he understood all she said to him — he watched so 
keenly every word that fell from her lips. 

About this time strange dreams began to haunt 
the young girl. Night after night she wandered in 
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regions such as she never remembered to have seen 
in her waking hours. 

At one time she walked amid beautiful gardens — 
on either side of her bloomed a rich profusion of 
lovely fragrant flowers. Within each sweet floweret 
lurked a tiny elf, and as she passed along, fairies 
swung themselves forth singing through the perfume 
laden air in soft musical tones, " King Antiphates 
is blind ! King Antiphates is blind I and the maid 
who alone can deliver him knows not her mission ! " 

At another time she climbed painfully along a steep 
path, leading through scenes perfectly unknown to her. 
The hot sun beat on her bare head, and she toiled on 
and on, ever ascending, yet never reaching the craggy 
summit towering far above. Beneath her feet, an 
unfathomable ocean surged and swelled, and broke 
in hoarse grumblings upon the frowning iron-bound 
shore, sending vast sheets of spray aloft, and awaken- 
ing strange terrors in the woodland maiden's breast. 
White screaming sea-birds dashed around her, and 
as they brushed her face with their wings, she heard 
them cry wildly "The great king is blind, only 
Fidunia can deliver him — but she knows it not ! she 
knows it not ! " 

Again the little maiden found herself upon a lonely 
terrible mountain. She stood upon dismal rocks 
whereon appeared no vestige of life. Tossed and 
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wreathed in fantastic shapes, the very stones seemed 
to bear the impress of writhing agony. Though now- 
cold and motionless, they had passed tjirough the 
seething horrors of fire. Scathed and withered, 
repulsive alike to man beast and herb, amid their 
desolate clefts, only the slimy reptile traced his 
sinuous course ; or the bright-eyed lizard peered 
warily forth on the shuddering beholder. • Turning to 
escape, if possible, from this dreary place, Fidunia 
found herself on the very verge of a huge chasm. She 
felt a burning heat scorch her face, and penetrate her 
feet. Long tongues of horrid flame darted in lurid 
flashes from the thick darkness below. A sulphurous 
vapour enveloped her in its hot and suffocating fumes. 
She endeavoured to cry for help, but could not utter 
a sound — an echo like the reverberating growl of 
distant thunder filled the air around her with these 
words, " He will never see now, for the maiden 
dreams away her life in the forest, and knows not 
that she alone can save him." 

From this last and most frightful of all her visions, 
Fidunia woke agitated and confused. Why were 
words of the same import evermore repeated in her 
slumbers } Whence came these awful voices that 
sounded through the gloom of night } Who was the 
Antiphates whose misfortune was known, as it seemed, 
to all the world save herself.^ It was early morn- 
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ing as she sat up and pondered over these things. 
Her feverish heart was refreshed by the dewy silence 
around. Only. through the trees came the faint 
twitter of half awakened birds. The sky, brightening 
towards the East, heralded the approach of sunrise. 

Her resolve was taken. She would set off that very 
day and journey forth into the unknown world which 
hitherto she had only visited in dreams. She awoke 
Fido therefore, and explained to him despite his 
melancholy dissuading looks, that they must leave 
the fountain, the lawn, and the tree, and travel far 
beyond the forest to seek their fortunes among the 
children of men. 

Clapping her hands together, she summoned her 
faithful forest friends, who sorrowfully accompanied 
their beloved mistress and her companion as far as 
their strength would permit, then bade them a 
melancholy farewell. 

Quite overcome by losing sight (perchance for ever) 
of her sylvan home and her attached little subjects, 
Fidunia that night sobbed herself to sleep, with Fido 
in her arms, and half regretted her determination. 
But in her dreams angels hovered over her, and 
whispered encouragement to the weary sad -hearted 
maiden. 

For several days more the adventurers journeyed 
through the dense wood. At night they found shelter 
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in some leaf-strewn cave or upon some mossy bank, 
beneath over-arching trees. Then the innocent pair, 
under the protection of heaven^ slumbered until day's 
reviving beams once more cheered them on their way. 

At length one afternoon they drew near the out- 
skirts of the vast forest within whose mighty depths 
they had so long sojourned. The setting sun reddened 
the stems of the tall out-standing firs, and the scent 
of fallen pine leaves hung rich and heavy on the air, 
as they left the shade of the trees and stepped on to 
a wide stretching common. 

Fidunia, bewildered by the apparently illimitable 
space before her, stopped perplexed and half wished 
to retrace her steps ; but Fido bounded on, entreating 
her by unmistakeable signs to follow him. 

After crossing some old sand-pits, and scrambling 
across an expanse of furze and heather, they saw 
before them a small cottage; blue smoke curled 
cosily above it into the still evening sky; an atmo- 
sphere of peace seemed to surround the lowly walls. 
As they approached, however, a large flock of geese 
and poultry of all kinds, disturbed by their footsteps, 
made a terrible cackling, and presently a hale old 
woman opened the door, and came out to see what 
agitated her flock. 

Fidunia, accustomed to the ways of birds, had al- 
ready taken from her wallet some of the seeds she 
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was wont to collect for her feathered forest friends. 
The geese, well pleased, quickly gathered round, and 
eagerly fed from her hand. 

Meanwhile, Fido gambolled up to the cottage 
dame, and begged before her as if to solicit her good- 
will. Thus, propitiating mistress and fowls, the little 
maid and her dog were kindly made welcome for the 
night by the ancient hen-wife. 

Next morning, refreshed and thankful, they pre- 
pared to resume their journey. The good dame 
now asked Fidunia her history, and whither she was 
bound ; the young girl replied evasively that she 
only wished to see the world, and was going with 
her dog to seek their fortunes. 

" Nay, my child, that is not all," said the old 
woman; "tell me, I pray you, the exact truth." 
So saying, she fixed so keen, yet withal so friendly 
a glance upon the maiden's blushing countenance, 
that moved by a sudden impulse, Fidunia poured 
forth her whole story. 

Her hostess listened carefully to her long account, 
and then resumed : " You have done well to con- 
fide in me ; I am more powerful than my mean 
surroundings would lead you to imagine. I would 
fain have kept from you the dreams that have 
broken the peaceful charm of the forest, and set 
you wandering. I have, however, sisters who are 
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otherwise minded, and they (to work out their own 
purposes) have sent these visions to harass and 
perplex you. I was anxious to know how much 
had been revealed, and therefore threw myself in 
your way to help you. My intentions, however, 
would have been frustrated had not you, dear 
maiden, given me straightforward answers. 

" The King Antiphates, of whom you have heard 
in your dreams, dwells, in reality, in the great City 
of Deva. You will come to it in time if you travel 
along the high-road, which you can discover beyond 
that clump of firs," continued she, pointing through 
the open door to a little hill at some distance. " I 
am unable to render you more assistance at present, 
but if, after reaching the far-off city, you are ever 
in great straits, take this crystal from your bosom 
(where you must always carry it, concealed from 
every eye, or it will lose its virtue) ; place it in 
the palm of your hand, fix your eyes steadfastly 
upon it, repeating, meanwhile, in a low tone, these 
words : — 

'* Strange gem ! upon thy crystal core 
I gaze, the while I aid implore ; 
Trembling upon the verge of fate, 
Oh point my path ere yet too late 1 
I fain would gain the boon I ask, 
Is mine the strength for such a task ? 
Canst thou unloose the links that bind, 
Or vanquish powerful foes combined ? 
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Then, show whatever there lurks of art 
Within thine own mysterious heart ; 
On thee I turn a hopeful eye» 
Bright stone of silence, make reply ! *' 

So saying, she drew from her own breast a beautiful 
sparkling prism, about the size of a pigeon's egg, 
and gave it, with some solemnity of manner, to her 
wondering guest. Deeply grateful, Fidunia threw 
her arms round the kind Anna's neck, and warmly 
thanked her for the precious talisman. With the 
good woman's aid she then committed to memory 
the needful lines. 

When she had successfully mastered them, the 
old wife drew her hand across her eyes, and re- 
sumed, in a somewhat trembling tone, " I know 
not wherefore you interest me so strangely, my 
little maid ; but if you will be advised by one 
who has drained the cup of earthly pleasure to 
its very dregs, return, as yet innocent and inex- 
perienced, with your faithful companion to the quiet 
joys of your peaceful forest ; nor seek, amid the busy 
haunts of men^ those more exciting scenes where 
many a grief and anxiety must of necessity be 
yours." 

She paused ; how could she cast a blight over the 
joyousness of that poor unsuspecting heart by ex- 
plaining to Fidunia that maidens, plain in feature, 
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and devoid of dowry y have oftentimes, fix>m no fault 
of their own, but a sorry lot in this hard world com- 
pared with that of their lovelier or more wealthy 
£»istcrs ? 

Clothed in her long, grey dress, Fidunia still 
knelt at Dame Anna's knee; the light from the 
cottage window fell full on her rough sunburnt 
face; her straw-coloured hair contrasted unfavour- 
ably with her dark reddish skin, and though her 
eyes were in some measure expressive of the 
gentle spirit within, yet their faint colour, and the 
absence of visible eyebrow or eyelash, detracted 
seriously from their possible charm. Her figure was 
not ungraceful, but her strangely-fashioned robes 
(which, prettily donned by some fairer being, could 
have given a certain bizarre attraction of their own). 
were but ill calculated to add comeliness \o the young 
girl's unformed limbs and tanned though shapely 
hands. 

As the compassionate dame hesitated, unwilling 
to speak too bitterly to Fidunia of nature's apparent 
injustice, her young guest laughingly replied, "Thank 
you, kind mother ; but I could not now remain satis- 
fied without seeking my fate in the unknown world. 
I shall never forget your promise, however, but seek 
your aid with this amulet in the hour of need. Yet," 
added she, "ere I and my dog leave your friendly 
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hearth, we will do our best to afford you some small 
return for the hospitality you have shown us." 

Fidunia and Fido, who had a thousand times alone 
together practised various little tricks, now went 
through many evolutions before the delighted old 
woman. 

First, said the little maid, "What will you do for 
your mistress ? " No sooner had she asked this 
question, than the dog fell mute, and apparently 
lifeless, at her feet. His stiffened limbs made 
it plain that he would willingly "die" for her dear 
sake. Bidding him revive, Fidunia then drew from 
her pocket one of the chestnuts she kept for the pur- 
pose. When the little fellow caught sight of this, he 
" begged " for it, but his mistress was obdurate. He 
then "jumped" high into the air to try and win his 
plaything ; still in vain. Next he " asked " for it 
in doggish fashion, by loudly barking. Fidunia 
remained relentless. But now a sudden thought 
seemed to strike the clever animal. Raising himself 
once more on his hind-legs, be uttered such a tuneful 
howl — his apology for " singing ** — ^that his mistress, 
with a pretended sigh, was fain to reward him by 
placing the promised guerdon upon the ground. 
Instead of rushing upon it, however, Fido, in an ex- 
ceedingly graceful attitude, bent his head on one 
side, and gravely " considered " the desired reward. 
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His meditatioiis coinddii^ with his wishes, at the 
word of command he dashed nimbly forward, 
seized the round nut, threw it up in the air, and 
caught it again and again ; playing, in fact, by him- 
self a game of balL Finally, he laid the prize gently 
down at his comrade's feet to demonstrate that no 
matter what he won, he would be content to surrender 
all he possessed to her care. 

Dame Anna, delighted with the pretty dogfs 
sagacity, caressed and praised him, and, after amply 
provisioning his little mistress for the joum^, wished 
them both God-speed on their way. She strictly en- 
joined Fidunia to refrain from mentioning this ad- 
venture, and advised her also to keep her dreams to 
herself, and only enquire as she went along, for the 
great city of Deva. Leaning over her low garden- 
gate, surrounded by her long-billed and splay-footed 
court, the kind henwife long watched her late guests 
as they crossed the bleak common, and reached the 
small clump of trees which she had pointed out to 
them as a landmark on their way to the desired 
haven. 

Soon after passing the summit crowned by these 
few lonely firs, Fidunia stepped on to a broad high- 
road, which she at once recognized as that described 
by their good friend, and leading to the capital of the 
country. 
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They now walked on and on for a weary time. 
The hot sun- poured down its noontide rays, the 
dust arose in parching clouds, and followed with the 
wind their flagging footsteps. 

At last they came to a part of the road bounded 
by a stone wall. On the other side lay a beautiful 
green park, stretching far away in upland slopes of 
rich pasturage. Fatigued and footsore, Fidunia and 
her little dog clambered over the fence, and composed 
themselves comfortably to rest in the soft grass. 
Sheltered from the mid-day heat in their seat among 
low brushwood and high overshadowing trees, they 
gratefully partook of the food pressed on them ere 
their departure by the worthy cottage wife. 

Half playing, half teaching her faithful companion, 
Fidunia held aloft a little bit of meat in one hand, 
while with the other she bent down the branch of a 
neighbouring tree, over which Fido at her gentle 
command, bounded nimbly backwards and forwards. 

Suddenly, a loud, harsh voice exclaimed, " What 
business have you here.^ No tramps are allowed in 
my park." 

Looking timidly round, Fidunia beheld a stout, 
red-faced, grizzle-haired man, in leathern gaiters, who 
angrily threatened herself and Fido with an up- 
lifted stick. Absolutely terrified by this, her first ex- 
perience of man, poor Fidunia felt as if glued to the 
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spot. She could not move hand or foot A surging 
tide of red blood rushed over her face and neck, and 
covered the poor child of nature with confusion. 

Had she looked beautiful in her distress, perhaps 
the rough proprietor might have treated her more 
tenderly. As it was, increasing in violence, he drew 
nearer still, when Fido, who already bristled with 
rage, flew upon him, and ere he could lay hands upon 
his trembling mistress, fixed his sharp white teeth 
apparently in the fierce stranger's 1^; but, luckily 
for the savage Baron, Fido's jaws only met in his 
legging. 

Coward, as well as bully, the rough man chcuiged 
his tone and implored Fidunia to call off her dog. 
Recovered from her first terror, the little maid 
beckoned to Fido to follow her, and ere this selfish 
squire could look calmly about him, she had flown 
nimbly over the wall, followed by her dc^. 

They both ran a considerable way in their terror, 
not knowing that the friendly Anna (in reality a 
good fairy) had thrown so much dust in the rude 
Baron's eyes, that confused and bewildered, he knew 
not which way the intruders had escaped, but con- 
tinued to search for them with wicked words and 
impotent threats long after they had left him and 
his inhospitable domains behind. 

Meantime the travellers pursued their way until, 
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worn out and hungry, they came, towards nightfall, 
into a small hamlet upon the great high-road. 

The village inn, with its gay painted sign of the 
"Golden Boar" flapping to and fro in the evening 
breeze, stood invitingly open. Fidunia approached 
its threshold. The spruce landlady, airing herself 
with arms akimbo at the open door, stared hard at 
the little maiden as she paused longingly in front 
of the steps. " Can you pay for a night's lodging ? " 
she asked in a matter of fact tone. Alas, no^poor 
Fidunia possessed not one single piece of that hitherto 
unneeded money — without which she was soon to 
find she could gain nothing in the pleasant world she 
had so longed to explore. 

She sorrowfully passed the cheerful preparations 
for wayfarers better supplied than herself with all- . 
conquering gold, and heart-sore and weary sat her- 
self down on an old stump of wood outside the 
village smithy. 

Here, however, she soon forgot her fatigue for a 
while in watching the red furnace, and the grimy fire- 
illumined men who moved briskly to and fro, striking 
bright sparks from the glowing metal. They inter- 
ested her strangely by their easy motions of power, 
and apparently inexhaustible store of latent strength. 
She was gradually recalled to herself, however, by 
perceiving that she and Fido had become the centre 
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of attraction to a gathering crowd. The children 
accustomed to cluster round the entiance <tf the warm 
and busy workshop now turned their attention to 
this solitary maiden, and the beautiful dog, which, 
standing before her, ever on the alert, seemed ready 
to guard his mistress to the death. 

The heated smith, coming for a moment to cool 
himself at the half-barred entrance, found an inquisi- 
tive group pressing round the young girl, r^ardless 
of Fido's low growls, as with hair on end and 
quivering tail, he prepared to spring on anyone who 
might touch or insult her. 

Of a kindly and generous nature, and ever ready 
to befriend the helpless, Master Franz stepped up to 
the stranger and civilly asked her pleasure. 

Fidunia, frightened, as well she might be, by the rude 
remarks of the gaping village girls, exclaimed in a 
tcarlul voice, " Oh, sir, I know not where to go for a 
night's lodging, I and my poor dog, we are travelling 
to the great city of Deva, but we are tired, and unable 
to journey farther this day." Franz, sorely puzzled, 
looked around in vain for help or counsel. He knew 
better than the shivering little maid before him what 
rustic gossip meant. A stalwart bachelor living all 
alone above his smithy, he himself, however com- 
passionate, could offer no shelter to the poor wan- 
derers. A sudden thought struck him. " Come with 
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me," he cried, " to my good friend Dorothy of the 
" Golden Boar ; " I warrant me she will blithely give 
thee food and lodging for the night" 

** Kind, sir," answered the poor girl sorrowfully, " I 
have no money to offer to the good lady of the inn, 
and she has already bidden me from her door ; but," 
continued Fidunia timidly, " I and my dog are able 
to make some few passes together, which might give 
amusement to the worthy Dorothy, and even induce 
her to grant us leave to rest for the night beneath her 
root" 

The friendly Frahz chuckled with delight as he 
exclaimed, " By my halidome, damsel, thy words 
are well-flavoured. Dame Dorothy shall give to 
thee and thy pretty beast a hearty meal ; and then, 
my mates," he added, turning to the assembled vil- 
lagers, " we will step up to tlie " Golden Boar " when 
our labours for the day are ended, and see whether 
we cannot help the maiden and her dog on their 
voyage." 

At these words Fidunia felt greatly comforted, 
and she and Fido fearlessly retraced their steps in 
the wake of the burly smith. 

Dame Dorothy had long ere this left her door, and 
was now engaged in the great kitchen superintending 
with her own hands the preparation of a savoury pie, 
which somehow or other she hoped Master Franz 
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would that very evening help her to consume. Her 
old husband had been gathered to his fathers many 
months agone. Since his death the worthy woman 
often felt the hours after dark pass very slowly. No 
one knew this interesting fact better than the shrewd 
yet simple smith, who, early or late, felt sure of a 
warm welcome whenever he crossed the comfort- 
able threshold of the ** Golden Boar." 

When the landlady heard steps in her passage, 
a slight cloud of annoyance rose to her brov/ — 
for what mistress likes to Be interrupted in her mys- 
terious culinary rites ? The incipient frown, how- 
ever, speedily changed to a smile as Franz's broad 
figure appeared in the doorway. With a " welcome, 
neighbour," she hurriedly stooped to shut the oven 
door, an exertion which called additional colour into 
her round healthy cheek, 

"Friend Dorothy," said Franz, "I bring thee this 
forlorn maiden ; for my sake thou wilt refresh her and 
her dog. I must away. I have a coat of mail in 
hand that cannot be left ; but anon I will return." So 

■ 

saying, and without pausing for queries or doubts, the 
brawny smith disappeared, leaving in his place the 
weary drooping Fidunia and her little comrade. 

Dorothy cast a keen scrutinizing glance on the 
young girl, eagerly scanning her form and features. 
Reassured by the brief inspection, her eye travelled 
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back to the polished mirror by the fire which re- 
flected her own buxom charms. With some com- 
placency she readjusted the snowy coif (slightly 
disarranged by her labours), over her brilliant 
black hair, and wiping her hands upon the rough 
apron assumed for kitchen-work, she turned towards 
Fidunia, and in no unkindly voice bade her welcome. 

Nor did she do this by halves. She exerted 
herself with real good will. Before long, rested, 
comforted and composed, the little maid sat by her 
new friend, and, while she fondled her faithful Fido, 
she related her adventures (always excepting her 
possession of the talisman and her dreams) to the 
wondering Dorothy. 

But now Franz, true to his promise, returned, 
bringing with him many of the villagers ; for the fame 
of the stranger and her beautiful companion hao 
spread apace, and a rumour indeed had been set afloat 
that the animal was gifted with supernatural powers. 
Refreshed and inspirited, Fidunia and her dog went 
joyfully through all the exercises previously described. 
Besides this, she borrowed a kerchief from Dorothy. 
She then put Fido out of the room and closed the 
door, carefully concealing the white ensign in the 
blacksmith's wide hanging pocket. She next called 
her favourite ; with eager zest he burst open the half- 
latched door, and ran round and round the chamber 
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sniffing in every direction. At last, after a long 
search, he was successful, and amid loud shouts of 
surprise and delight drew forth from the depths of 
Franz's coat the blushing Doroth3r's badge, the good 
man the while looking not one whit more composed 
than his hostess. Fidunia then neatly folded up the 
kerchief ; and Fido, bearing it in his mouth, lightly 
sprang on the landlady's knee and placed it gently 
in her hand. 

They repeated similar tricks over and over again. 
Hearty plaudits were showered on the sagacious dog 
and his youthful mistress, who, flitting to and fro 
in anxious excitement, and finding herself impeded 
in her swift motions by the long folds of her grey 
robe, drew them in a hasty yet picturesqi^e fashion 
through her waist-belt. Flushed and animated by the 
friendly approval manifested on all sides, she now 
stooped forward, wreathing her arms into a natural 
hoop, through which Fido flew backwards and for- 
wards with frolicsome ardour. Nor was this all, for 
the trim landlady, in answer to an earnest whisper, 
also rose. Clasping hands with the stranger maiden, 
she soon learnt how to twist and retwist beneath her 
own and Fidunia's arms in a quaint manner that 
Franz and his comrades thought exceedingly bewitch- 
ing. At the same time Fido, watching his oppor- 
tunity, continually sprang between Dorothy and his 
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mistress^ thus making a merry third in this pretty 
exhibition. 

As they at last paused, exhausted and laughing 
over their own exertions, the swart blacksmith stood 
forth in their midst. In sober manly tones he ad- 
dressed his neighbours, and gave them an outline 
of Fidunia's history, as he had gathered it from 
herself and from Dorothy. He explained, that she 
was travelling to the great city of Deva, but that, 
friendle3s and forlorn, she was destitute of the 
money requisite to procure for herself and her 
companion the necessaries of life. He added, that 
since the little maid and her pretty favourite had 
given them so much pleasure, he considered that 
it would only be making her a fair return if he and 
his fellows collected a small sum to help their guest 
on her way. 

His well-timed appeal met with an enthusiastic re- 
sponse. Grey-haired old men, tender-hearted mothers 
carrying their babes, blooming young wenches with 
their awkward rustic swains, all pressed around to 
deposit in Franz's cap their hard-earned yet freely- 
bestowed mite for the astonished maiden. The 
children whispering their thanks into Fido's willing 
ear, threw their soft little arms around his neck, 
and pressed their chubby faces on his coat of 
golden silk. 
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The bustling landlady meantime bestirred herself 
and her household, and ere long set before the 
company the pie she had already prepared, with 
sundry enticing concomitants. Foaming tankards, 
moreover, were placed on the board, wherein the 
villagers deeply pledged the wanderer and her in- 
separable companion. 

Overcome with gratitude, Fidunia could only 
murmur half-inarticulate thanks to her kind friends, 
as they warmly shook her by the hand. They patted 
Fido also, as she raised him in her arms to conceal 
her blushing face, and wished them both every success 
on their journey. 

Nothing is so alluring to a man as the sight of 
the woman in whom his heart is already inte- 
rested, engaged in works of benevolence and charity. 
Dorothy's second thoughts regarding Fidunia stood 
her in good stead on that eventful evening. Her 
softened voice, as she encouraged and soothed Fido 
and his shy mistress, sounded unusually sweet to 
the rough blacksmith's ear. When she smiled good- 
night to the villagers, placing the while a friendly 
hand on Fidunia's shoulder, Franz, for the first time, 
thought her face actually beautiful. Though no words 
passed between them, Dorothy, when she laid her head 
on her pillow, felt a glad thrill of joy as she recalled 
the warm parting clasp of that hard and honest hand. 
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In long after years, when Franz and Dorothy 
reigned together over the far-famed " Golden Boar," 
surrounded by a blooming family and blessed with 
peace and plenty, the prosperous wife and mother, 
in the fulness of her joy, often wiped a tear from 
her eye as she remembered the true kindness first 
shown by her husband to the poor stranger. A kind- 
ness that had malted her own harder heart, and 
(undeservedly for her) led to the happiest days of 
her life. No wayfarer was ever again turned away 
from the open door of the hostelry. Heaven increased 
fourfold the worldly possessions of the honest couple 
who liberally shared their portion with the poor and 
the needy. 

Followed by the good wishes, and laden with the 
unexpected gifts conferred upon her by her kind 
benefactors, Fidunia next day set forth once more 
upon her solitary journey — solitary, at least, so far 
as human society was concerned. But this strange 
girl never considered herself lonely while she had 
her intelligent though canine fellow-traveller. Now 
bounding far before his young mistress, now lingering 
in her rear or trotting quietly along by her side, 
Fido gave her an astonishing sense of companion- 
ship and protection. 

For many days they continued to traverse long 
tracts of beautiful undulating country. At night they 
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always found shelter in some humble farm or cottage. 
Constant and unfailing were the bounties showered 
around the gentle maiden and her fascinating dog^ 
wlien in gratitude for hospitality received they went 
through their performances together. The money 
collected by Franz was like the contents of the 
widow's cruse. As fast as the purse grew empty it 
was refilled. 

Fidunia knew not that her ill-favoured countenance 
protected her from many a rough jest and coarse 
compliment. But it was so ; her modest demeanour 
and unassuming ways rendered her less effectual 
service in preserving her from insult than her want of 
beauty. Nor was the young girl as yet conscious 
that she lacked those personal charms without which 
life may sometimes become so bitter to the sensitive 
heart. 

During the last days of their journey, the high 
road gradually led the travellers towards the ocean. 
Fidunia paused, therefore, one morning, amazed at 
the beauty and novelty of the scene before her. The 
road emerging from wooded valleys turned abruptly 
to the right along the summit of perpendicular cliffs 
some two or three hundred feet in height. At their 
base, the blue main, hitherto unknown to the forest- 
bred maiden, broke in tiny ripples on the silver sands. 
It was a tideless expanse of sea, and therefore no 
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unsightly marks of ebbing waters strewed the beach. 
Only a long bright undulating line showed where 
the unstable element found its limits and mother- 
earth claimed her own. 

Resting on the bosom of the mighty deep, and 
looming indistinctly through summer haze, Fidunia 
saw the azure outline of a fair and distant island. 
There also, gleaming faint across the broad bay, her 
eager longing eyes at last discerned the white 
environs of the far-famed city of Deva. After 
revelling for some moments in the glad beautiful 
prospect, Fidunia hastened her footsteps, well know- 
ing she had still several miles to traverse before she 
could reach the town, in which she hoped to sleep that 
night. 

It was very pleasant to trip gaily along the grass 
by the roadside, with a lovely view befcwe her, 
and fresh sea-breezes to fan her brow as she sped 
swiftly on. But as the day advanced, the heat grew 
oppressive. Again leaving the sea, the pathway led 
them by degrees from the midst of abundant vegeta- 
tion into an arid and desolate region. Absorbed in 
hopeful musings, Fidunia did not for some time 
observe the change of scene. At last a sense of 
oppression made her look around. The stillness was 
frightful. No sounds of tuneful ocean saluted her 
ear ; no melodious birds charmed, as heretofore, the 
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wayfarer with their thrilling notes. All was mute 
and silent as the grave. 

Fido, with drooping tail and disconsolate bearing, 
paced soberly beside her, casting doubtful glances 
around. With a sudden shudder Fidunia recognised 
some of the horrid features last seen in her forest 
visions. Here were the wreathed and fantastic 
shapes she remembered too well, the wildly tossed, 
the bare and herbless rocks. There, as she doubtfully 
raised her eyes to its summit (now visible through the 
opening gorge), was a cloud of black smoke, issuing 
from the very mountain round whose base they were 
journeying. 

Appalled by this vivid resemblance, and seeing 
before her an apparently endless continuance of a 
similar loathly landscape, Fidunia's trembling and 
really wearied limbs refused to carry her farther. 
Looking around for a resting-place, she was com- 
pelled to seat herself in the road itself, for a creeping 
sensation came over her as she caught sight of the 
bright-eyed lizards peeping between the rocks near at 
hand, and surmised that the snakes of her dream 
could not be far off. 

Ficjo came and lay down beside her quite sub- 
dued, and she opened their little store of cold roast 
chestnuts and other provisions neatly packed in her 
wallet. While she was thus employed, forcing her 
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thoughts from the surrounding desert, by endea-* 
vouring to play with her dog over each morsel of 
their food, they all at once heard the tramp of ap- 
proaching horses. 

Fido, though seemingly hungry, dropped his un- 
tasted meat on the ground. Pricking his ears, he 
listened acutely to the distant sounds, uttering the 
while a low growl. Nearer and nearer rang the iron 
hoofs along the hard metal causeway. At length, 
sweeping rapidly past the corner Fidunia herself had 
so recently rounded, she beheld a splendid cavalcade. 

Beckoning to Fido, she sprang alarmed to her feet. 
Forgetting in her haste the dreaded reptiles, she flew 
quickly to the rocks above, where, having gained a 
vantage ground of comparative safety, she paused to 
mark the unaccustomed pageant below. 

But a few moments before, the sun, shorn of his 
beams by thick vapours belched forth from the 
crater above, rode lustreless aloft like a dim red 
ball. 

Now, however, bursting through the mirksome 
canopy, his rays fell with renewed splendour upon 
the gay accoutrements and glancing arms of a troop 
of mounted soldiers, whose advance was heralded by 
all the merry pomp of prancing steeds and clanging 
steel. 

Fido, instead of obeying his mistress, had remained 
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•behind her in the centre of the road, and now, re- 
gardless of her earnest commands, he dashed forward 
vehemently barking. 

Startled by the apparition of a species of animal 
but little known in these parts (the few dogs in that 
country being smooth-coated, and very different in 
appearance from the long-haired Fido) the horse 
nearest at hand shied to one side, and crushed 
against his next neighbour. The two riders (hitherto 
sitting careless and at ease) thus nearly came to- 
gether to the ground. Enraged at this misadven- 
ture, one of the men raised himself in the stirrup, 
and with his long lance was about to make a thrust 
at Fido ; but Fidunia, foreseeing her favourite's 
danger, rushed down and seized him in her arms 
ere the wrathful trooper had time to execute his 
purpose. 

This little by-play could not occur, however, with- 
out in some measure' hindering the onward progress 
of the whole company ; and before Fidunia or the 
irate men could utter one word in explanation or 
abuse, a loud voice from the rear peremptorily de- 
manded the cause of this abrupt halt. Fidunia was 
already escaping as fast as she could with her burden 
up the steep hill-side, when another cavalier, of more 
pleasing appearance, rode up and informed her that 
" the King " wished to speak with her. Reassured by 
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his courteous address, she hesitated in her flight, and 
finally remained rooted to the spot in amazement 
and instinctive expectation. 

By this time the procession was once more moving 
on at a slower pace than before, and she now per- 
ceived in its midst, surrounded by the glittering 
squadron, a stately chariot, drawn by four grey 
horses, caparisoned in blue and gold. As this 
carriage drew nearer, Fidunia saw seated in it a 
middle-aged man of singular yet noble bearing. Im- 
patience and dissatisfaction were imprinted on his 
speaking countenance as he turned fretfully from side 
to side. He seemed unable to notice surrounding 
objects, for his eyes, though wide open, stared 
vacantly into space ; while the restless motion of his 
hands betokened a mind ill at e^se with itself, if 
not with all the world around. 

When this gorgeous equipage reached the spot 
where Fidunia stood, the horses were drawn up in 
obedience to the signal of Domenichino, the official 
who had previously accosted her. Stepping up to 
its occupant, he now made some deferential com- 
munication. With a quick gesture, the King (for 
it was he) leant over the side of the carriage, and 
demanded, in surly tones, who and what had dared 
to impede his royal progress. While he spoke, his 
eyes gazed aimlessly around, thus revealing to the 

L 2 
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most unobservant bystander the painful fact of his 
physical defect. 

Insni'red with sudden forehodinp"s. aeritated bv 
these swiftly following events, and frightened by 
the strange looks of her interrogator, the maiden 
knew not what to answer, but stood irresolute, hold- 
ing her dog in her arms. Every eye turned upon 
her, and the King angrily repeated his question be- 
fore she found courage to reply, tremblingly, 

"Oh, sire, if indeed thou art the great monarch 
Antiphates, pardon the imprudence of my faithful 
dog : he comes with me from the depths of our 
forest home, where gallants and horses are alike un- 
known, and on the approach of thy proud train he 
sprang forth to defend his poor mistress, thus dis- 
comfiting in some measure thy brave men-at-arms." 

At this curious answer, given in all simplicity, the 
soldiers exchanged doubtful glances, imagining Fid- 
unia to be crazy for thus bearding their passionate 
sovereign. But the King hungrily fastened on her 
words. He threw himself from his chariot with 
wonderful rapidity, and, half groping his way, half 
guided by Domenichino (who hastily dismounted to 
assist his royal master), seized hold of Fidunia's hand, 
crying, "Ha! from the forest, sayest thou, and by 
thy voice a fair and gentle maiden } " Ere he could 
utter another word, however, Fido, already watching 
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his stumbling movements with considerable mistrust, 
broke into such angry snarling that Fidunia, freeing 
her hand, stepped backwards, and did not see the 
gestures of merriment exchanged among the cavaliers 
around, as the unfortunate monarch spoke of her 
being "fair." 

Though Fido's repeated interference was decidedly 
provoking, yet Antiphates preserved unusual com- 
mand over his short, uneven temper. He entreated 
Fidunia to consider herself his guest ; to enter his 
chariot and accompany him to his palace, whither 
he was now returning after a noonday drive. She 
demurred at first, because of her dog, fearing that 
his misbehaviour might be severely visited upon him. 
As if reading the cause of her hesitation, however, 
and aware of her fatigue, Fido leapt from her arms, 
and, hastily flying past the attendants, bounded upon 
the carriage-seat, wagging his tail, and motioning to 
his mistress to follow. Aided, therefore, by Dome- 
nichino, she soon found herself ensconced in the 
carriage, opposite that great potentate, whose well- 
remembered name had first been made known to 
her in her dreams. 

As she mused on his peculiar appearance, unable 
to discover, as he turned on her his dark expressive 
eyes, whether the King was able to scan her counte- 
nance or no, he bent suddenly towards her, saying, 
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" Maiden, I have more for thine ear than may be 
heard by others ; meantime, I bid thee welcome to 
my kingdom.*' Ere she could frame a reply to this 
gracious speech, he leant back again and relapsed 
into complete silence, apparently absorbed in unquiet 
meditations. 

The swift onward motion of the chariot was new 
and strange to Fidunia. Leaving the desert region 
behind them, they descended nearer the water's edge, 
and sped lightly along the smooth high road. 

Smiling vineyards clothed the mountain's side on 
the one hand ; on the other, the broad blue sea 
stretched her "ample field." The jangling of the 
military trappings gave forth a sound not unpleasing 
to the ear, as the escort swept merrily oh. 

Weary with her exertions, and lulled by the 
monotonous movement of the carriage, Fidunia half 
slumbered as she leant back on the luxurious 
cushions, her mind filled with youth's vague ecstatic 
visions of future happiness. But Fido, wary and 
watchful, folded lovingly in his mistress's arms, 
turned a vigilant eye alternately upon the uneasy 
King and his glittering body-guard. 

It would be impossible adequately to describe the 
forlorn condition of the monarch, in whose stately 
equipage destiny had thus strangely placed the forest 
maiden and her dog. Surrounded by all the pomp 
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and wealth of his splendid court, he was yet debarred 
by his misfortune from enjoying the visible beauties 
of nature, or the works of art with which his palace 
and kingdom abounded. 

Unable to employ his powerful mind in perusing 
the records of the past, or the writings of the poets 
and philosophers of his own day,, incapable of dis- 
cerning the commonest objects in the world around, 
and conscious only of a difference between light 
and darkness, night and day, the great King*s melan- 
choly aflfliction demanded double commiseration in 
an age when comforts for the blind had neither been 
invented nor studied. 

Music became a source of constant pleasure to him ; 
nor was it surprising that he invariably judged people 
by their voices as they spoke or sung before him, 
forming in this unusual way a wonderfully accurate 
conception of character. 

It is needless to say that remedies of all sorts had 
been tried upon the eyes of the hapless monarch. 
Many physicians had exerted their utmost skill in 
endeavouring to ameliorate his condition. He had 
visited in turn not only the most celebrated baths 
and watering-places, but also the various oracles then 
existing in Europe. 

Disheartened and hopeless, he had at last well-nigh 
succumbed to his fate, when a strange incident once 
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more roused the seemingly subdued, yet ever dor- 
mant passion of hope in his breast 

Antiphon (the foster-brother of the blind King^), 
while wandering on the hills surrounding Deva, in 
his vocation of shepherd, noticed sulphureous fumes 
issuing from a cleft he had never before observed in 
the mountain's side. Taking with him a torch, he 
cautiously entered the yawning aperture, and groped 
his way along, until he suddenly found himself in a 
lofty subterranean cave. In the centre of this cave 
lay a marble block, fashioned like a huge coffin. 
Antiphon hastened home to tell his neighbours of his 
discovery and to gain assistance. Returning to the 
cave, he and his fellows succeeded in pushing off the 
ponderous lid, which fell crashing to the ground, and 
broke into a thousand pieces. 

Within the sarcophagus was now exposed to view 
a shrivelled though perfect mummy ; and an old man 
of the party recollected having heard an ancient 
prophecy which foretold that answers regarding 
future events should one day issue from " withered 
lips, dumb with the silence of ages, and awful in their 
semblance to humanity." 

Antiphon at once carried the news of this prophecy 
to King Antiphates, who, ready to do anything to 
vary the horrors of his solitary existence, though 
secretly doubting the efficacy of such attempts, dis- 
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guised himself as a shepherd, and, unknown to his 
courtiers, accompanied his foster-brother to the 
cave. 

Here, after observing the accustomed ceremonies 
of purification and prayer, Antiphates approached the 
sarcophagus, and kneeling beside it, craved some 
knowledge of his future fate, humbly demanding at 
the same time whether any sacrifice on his part would 
procure for him the priceless gift of sight. 

Having made these inquiries, the reluctant mon- 
arch, had now to lay low his kingly head upon the 
breast of the long dead, and thus in a stifling and 
constrained attitude await the much-desired response. 
Each moment seemed an age to the afflicted prince. 
All alone with these terrible emblems of mortality 
(for Antiphon remained without to guard the entrance 
of the cave) he listened for he knew not what. 

At last there arose upon the still dank air, as if from 
echoing vaults beneath, an unearthly monotonous 
voice, chanting slowly the following worcjs : 

A mighty King is blind. 
And severed from his kind ; 
In his proud breast broods dark unrest. 
No solace can he find. 

The lands he calls his own. 
His kingdom and his throne, 
Are his by right ; yet that fair sight 
Is kept from him alone. 
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RevolTing decades pass. 
All flesh, we know, is grass ; 
With whitening hair, the king sits there, 
He groweth old alas ! 

No joys of life are his, 
He tastes no wedded bUss ; 
A mooazch bom, a man forlorn. 
Nor wife nor babe to kiss. 

Far, 'mid the forest drear, 
A maiden without peer 
His ^e shall hear, and wake with fear 
From dreams of little cheer. 

By loi^ and Icmesome way 
Two loving hearts shall stray. 
That sovereign blmd, in haste to find. 
And Fate's behest obey. 

Yet guard thyself, oh king ! 
Lest kindness sorrow bring f 
Forbear to love, or time shall prove 
That joy may hide a sting. 

That peaii — a woman's love — 
Might angds^ envy move, 
But powers that be^ in wonder see, 
How mortals changeful prove. 

Joyous and fancy-free 

Then let the maiden be, 
Nor teach that child from r^ons wild 

The meed of misery. 
But if thou dost, thine own the cost. 

And woe shall fall on thee I 

The hollow voice ceased, once more all was still. 
Antiphates in vain asked other questions, and 
listened impatiently for further replies. Meeting 
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-with no more response, and thoroughly exhausted 
by the foul atmosphere, he hailed his foster-brother, 
and, aided by him, breathed again with thankful- 
ness the pure outer air. 

They returned to the palace in silence, for Aiiti- 
phates, proud and reserved, vouchsafed no hint of 
the mysterious words to which he had listened. He 
had indeed ample food left him for meditation. 

This visit to the mummy took place during the 
night, and the disguised King passed and repassed 
his unslumbering sentinels by means of his own 
signet-ring, occasionally entrusted by him to confi- 
dential emissaries. 

The apt rhymes he had heard haunted him inces- 
santly. The mere mention of a forest was extra- 
ordinary — for with the exception of a fair-sized 
plantation in the midst of which Castle Xylina (the 
king's summer palace) stood, no large wood of any 
kind existed within many miles of his capital. 

As to love, the poor benighted King knew little 
about the capricious god, save what he gathered from 
the songs of the minstrels and troubadours, birds of 
passage who, ever certain of kind welcome and liberal 
patronage, flocked in numbers to his court. 

Unwilling to display his infirmity unnecessarily, 
Antiphates kept himself aloof in general from his 
people. His palace was indeed the resort of all the 
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most talented and intellectual men of the day. His 
feasts were celebrated for the brilliant conversation 
and witty repartee in which, not only his guests, 
but the monarch himself, occasionally indulged ; 
at the expense of many an aching hour of lonely 
reaction^ 

But at these banquets no ladies were present, nor 
had the isolated sovereign any opportunity of be- 
coming intimately acquainted with his fairer subjects. 
There were, it is true, the singing-girls, who nightly 
performed before him with guitars and cymbals, and 
gave the blind king some of the happiest hours of his 
life. Though he could not see their gleeful forms as 
they gaily danced to their own music, yet the tinkling 
of the silver bells on their arms and ankles formed 
a rhythmical and tuneful accompaniment to their 
melodious voices, that wafted fourfold enjoyment to 
the listening monarch. He showered generous g^fts 
on these damsels, each of whom he knew apart by 
her voice and step. They were, however, but the 
toys of the hour. 

When in pomp and state the King went abroad 
in his chariot, his fair subjects anxiously pressed 
together to catch a glimpse of their sovereign's stem 
yet handsome features ; but though they gratified 
their own curiosity, no reciprocal vision of bewilder- 
ing charms crossed the darkened vision of their 
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lonely prince, as he was whirled proudly by in his 
dazzling equipage. 

Unwonted feelings therefore stirred in Antiphates' 
bosom as the prophecy of the cave again and again 
rang through his mind. After several days spent in 
musing and reflection, he resolved to return to the 
oracle, and demand more exact particulars concerning 
the forest maiden and the " two loving hearts " men- 
tioned, anxious to set forth in pursuit of them, if 
need be, round the world. 

Antiphon therefore, favoured by the darkness, once 
more led his royal foster-brother to the mountain 
side, but no cave could they discover, though for 
several hours they wandered up and down the very 
spot where the shepherd had carefully noted the 
entrance by certain landmarks. 

Irritated and disappointed, Antiphates at last gave 
up the useless search, and during the succeeding 
days busied himself in sending forth express couriers 
over the country, north, west, and east, to seek for 
the forest, and to find out and bring to Deva all 
discoverable denizens of woods, forests, and thickets. 
Besides this, he issued a royal mandate, setting forth 
that every wandering maiden should instantly be 
conducted to his palace. A few strolling gipsies 
were in consequence brought before him, and told 
innumerable falsehoods concerning their previous 
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lives and companions, but none of them were able 
to throw the least light upon the cause of the King's 
defective eyesight. 

Pending the result of more active measures, how- 
ever, Antiphates was roused from the apathy into 
which he had been plunged for many years regard- 
ing his misfortune, and taught himself to hope he 
hardly knew what, from the hidden pages of the 
future. But day after day went by, and no fresh 
event enlivened the dismal tranquillity of the palace 
precincts. 

We may thus more readily understand the 
monarch's abrupt condescension and excitement on 
hearing Fidunia's first words, and learning that she 
had but lately quitted a forest. Her sweetly modu- 
lated voice at once carried a favourable impression to 
his sensitive ear, and, conjoined with the mysterious 
and ever-present prophecy, touched a slumbering 
chord in his jaded breast. 

Indeed, as they now drove back to the city from 
whence he had issued so short a time before in list- 
less uncertainty, his mind ran riot with wild chaotic 
fancies. 

They drew near the frowning gates of Deva. A 
sudden pause, as the massive portals rolled back on 
their hinges, and the soldiers presented arms, awoke 
Fidunia from her trance. She started and looked 
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around, eagerly surveying the splendours of that 
enchanting capital. 

Meanwhile the fairer inhabitants of the town 
gathering, according to primeval custom, by balcony, 
window, and doorway, to feast their eyes on the royal 
pageant and the gallant escort of cavaliers ; passed 
from mouth to mouth the incredible news that a 
stranger damsel was seated in their monarch's chariot. 
Kre the gaping crowd had time, however, to note 
more than the mere outline of a drooping form, the 
narrow streets were swiftly threaded, and scaling the 
littk hill on which Xylina stood, the whole squadron 
disappeared within the leafy boundaries of King 
Antiphates' summer residence. 

Fidunia could not repress an exclamation of de- 
lighted wonder as they halted at the palace door. 

Castle Xylina rose in turreted heights of dazzling 
whiteness above them, pure as the day it was com- 
pleted. In that favoured climate neither smoke nor in- 
clement weather marred the snowy beauties of its 
marble walls and terraces. It was approached by 
seven broad alleys: six of these, carpeted with natural 
greensward, converged through the small wood already 
mentioned, towards the broad central plateau. The 
seventh avenue, leading from the town, up which the 
King had just driven, was like the city itself, paved 
with lava. 
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The castle from its elevated situation, commanded 
an exquisite prospect towards the south across the 
open bay of Deva. The surrounding trees com- 
pletely shut out the neighbouring town. Only 
faint, distant sounds, and the chiming of church 
and convent bells borne upon the air, betokened the 
near presence of the busy thousands below. In- 
numerable craft, moreover, moored or moving on the 
still blue waters, gave an air of life to the otherwise 
dreamy silence, that with mistlike wings enfolded 
the fair prosperous Deva and her environs as Fidunia 
thus first beheld them. 

But now a courtly throng pressed around, a 
hundred eyes were bent on the embarrassed stranger 
and her singular companion, a hundred hands out- 
stretched to assist her in her descent from the 
carriage. But no sooner had the King himself 
touched the ground in safety, than he turned, and 
taking her hand in his, led her slowly up the broad 
white marble steps into the central hall of his mag- 
nificent palace. 

She had scarcely time to glance round her ere her 
royal host, divining both her fatigue and her bash- 
fulness, sumnrtoned and gave minute directions to 
the women of the palace regarding her welfare, and 
resigned her into their charge. Smiling kindly on 
their unexpected guest, they ushered her along lofty 


FIDO AND FIDUNIA. i6i 

passages to a chamber widely different from any the 
simple maiden had ever beheld either in her wander- 
ings or even in her dreams. 

Thoroughly overcome by fatigue, and hardly paus- 
ing even to partake of the tempting fare presented 
to her, or to survey the beauties of her new abode, 
Fidunia sought her pillow. The neat-handed abigails, 
after preparing a bed for Fido within the recess 
where stood his mistress's couch, retired, first bidding 
her summon them at will, as their apartments were 
close at hand. 

Youth and exhaustion soon closed the stranger's 
eyes, and it was late on the following day before 
Fidunia could rouse herself completely from her 
heavy slumbers. 

At length a continuous plashing sound mingled 
itself with her dreams. She thought she was once 
more in her forest home, and that the little fountain 
with its clear bubbling waters invited her to her 
morning bath. 

She slowly unclosed her eyes. But no leafy 
branches spread their matted foliage above her 
head ; lovely rqsy curtains fell instead on either side of 
her soft little couch. She raised herself— surprised 
and wondering — at her first movement, Fido already 
on the alert, capered across the tesselated floor, oddly 
slipping hither and thither on its smooth surface. 
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She stepped carefully from her alcove, and pro- 
ceeded on a voyage of exploration. She soon ascer- 
tained that the sound of running water was no vain 
product of her own imagination, but that it came 
from a recess corresponding to that in which she had 
slept. Within this niche a marble Triton poured 
through his conch-shell a continuous stream. On 
either side the entrance to the snowy basin beneath, 
a nymph so stood that the roseate curtains could 
either be held back in their extended arms, or loosened 
completely to shut off the recess from the rest of the 
room. 

Overjoyed at discovering this welcome substitute 
for her oft-regretted forest spring, Fidunia swiftly 
performed her simple toilet. 

With all the carelessness of one little accustomed 
to regard her personal appearance, she hardly even 
glanced at the magnificent burnished mirror and its 
costly accessories, but hastened from window to 
window, eager to become acquainted with her new 
abode. 

Towards the south, connected outside by a shady 
verandah, three long windows fronted the open bay, 
commanding the same extensive view that had de- 
lighted her the evening before. Two of similar form 
opened eastward, and Fidunia could scarcely repress 
a shudder, as raising her eyes to scan the more 
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distant horizon, she beheld, frowning behind nearer 
slopes of verdant loveliness, the grim mountain of 
her dreams, whose gloomy boundaries she had skirted 
on the previous day. A slumberous cloud partially 
shrouded its dark heights. In the vista of coast, cape, 
and blue headland lengthening beyond, earth, sea, 
and sky, melted into one indistinguishable haze of 
atmospheric beauty. 

Easily unfastening one of these eastern windows, 
Fidunia perceived a flight of steps leading thence 
into the palace gardens below. Followed by Fido, 
the fearless child of nature quickly descended the 
stairs, and plunged into the artificial intricacies of 
the pleasure grounds beneath. 

A thrill of remembrance came upon her. Surely 
she had trodden these trim-kept walks before, and 
inhaled the strange rich odour of the blossoming 
orange that hung heavy on the air } 

Stopping, bewildered, she raised her hand to her 
brow. As she thus stood rapt in thought, the noise 
of approaching voices apprised her that Antiphates, 
leaning on the arm of Domenichino, drew near. Swift 
as lightning, recollection flashed across her. While 
the impatient monarch came towards her, guided by 
his servant, she half expected to see and he?ir the tiny 
elves who in her forest dreams had swung and sung 
their«eerie refrain amid just such scenes as these. 

M 2 


l64 FIDO AND FIDUNIA. 

When the King learned that she bad not yet 
broken her fast, he commanded food to be brought to 
an arbour near at hand, where he himself joined his 
guest. He found much entertainment in trying to fol- 
low the movements of the little dog, who, summoned 
by his mistress, went through all his pretty tricks^ 

With unwonted softness in his voice and manner, 
Antiphates strove to set Fidunia at her ease, and to 
engage her in conversation. He led her on to speak 
of herself and of her previous lonely life. He en- 
couraged her to tell him all that had befallen her 
since she left the forest. 

Domenichino oftentimes listened in surprise. His 
master, hitherto so hasty and imperious, with rare 
patience, endeavoured to overcome Fidunia's timidity 
and reserve. Antiphates even forgot to murmur con- 
tinually at his own affliction — nay, he felt a certain 
pleasure in claiming the young girl's assistance, as 
they wandered together in the gardens, or moved 
from room to room of the palace. 

Day after day glided swiftly away, and life became 
a fresh pleasure to the weary King as he listened 
to the strange adventures and artless sayings of the 
ingenuous maiden. He derived perpetual amusement 
from her novel descriptions of familiar objects pre- 
sented to him under a widely different aspect by her 
humorous remarks. 
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For years upon years he had existed with all of 
visible beauty veiled from his sight; and he now 
conjured up to himself an exquisite ideal of his 
youthful companion. Her low melodious voice, her 
gentle touch, and her soft light step, full of grace, 
taught him insensibly to dream of a far fairer form 
than poor Fidunia actually possessed. 

He became so deeply interested in his new friend, 
that ere long that interest was merged in love. 
Morning, noon, and night, he was her inseparable 
companion, nor could he rest quiet when she was 
absent from him. He found in her society a name- 
less charm that tamed and softened his arrogant 
spirit With extraordinary humility he learnt to 
defer to her slightest wish. With unwonted self- 
abnegation, he laid siege to the citadel of her heart. 

Listening entranced to his tender words, there now 
ensued a period when, for the first time to the guile- 
less Fidunia, if not to her more experienced suitor, 

" Love took up the glass of Time, and turned it in his glowing hands ; 
Every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands. 
Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords with 

might; 
Smote the chord of self, that, trembling, passed in music out of 

sight." 

Antiphates soon told the wondering maiden all he 
had heard in the cave. His thoughts turned con- 
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tinually upon the mysterious prophecy, and they often 
held sweet counsel together over those singular but 
well-remembered words. 

A dim foreboding of evil in the future, and an in- 
tense clinging to the peaceful joyous life of the present, 
led Fidunia to approach this subject with secret re- 
luctance. An inward voice told her she possessed 
not beauty's potent charm; yet she felt that, to her 
blind monarch she was all in all. Again and again 
she had to stifle the rising fear of possible change in 
his love, and chided herself for unworthy thoughts 
and lukewarm energy. 

With all the eagerness of his impetuous nature, 
Antiphates constantly recurred to the charge, urging 
Fidunia to do her utmost to deliver him from his 
infirmity. In glowing terms he depicted the plea- 
sures of their common existence if he were able, not 
merely to hear and to feel, but to watch and to guide 
his heart's beloved through her future life. 

As he spoke, the forest maid often felt the hidden 
talisman rise and fall with the heavings of her tender 
bosom. Obedient to the donor, she never disclosed 
Its existence, even to Antiphates, or told him of her 
strange dreams. It needed^ however, no small resolu- 
tion on her part to avail herself of the charm so 
solemnly committed to her charge by Dame Anna. 
At length, unable longer to resist the oft-repeated 


FIDO AND FIDUNIA. 167 

solicitations of her royal lover, she faithfully promised 
him to exert her feeble powers to the utmost on his 
behalf. 

With a lingering footstep she sought her chamber 
that evening, filled with awe at the prospect of in- 
voking the aid of her scarce known friend. When 
all was silent for the night, Fidunia trimmed the 
classic lamp by her bedside, for it was the new moon, 
and no light came from without. Watched only by the 
wakeful Fido, she drew the sparkling prism from its 
accustomed place. Remembering her instructions, she 
placed it in the palm of her hand, then bent (for 
another's sake), on peering into futurity, she reso- 
lutely fixed her eyes on the talisman. Swaying to 
and fro with the intensity of her emotions, she 
chanted the required invocation : 

Strange gem, upon thy crystal core 
I gaze, the while I aid implore ; 
Trembling upon the verge of fate. 
Oh, point my path ere yet too late ! 
I fain would gain the boon I ask. 
Is mine the strength for such a task ? 
Canst thou unloose the links that bind, 
Or vanquish powerful foes combined ? 
Then show whatever there lurks of art 
Within thine own mysterious heart ; 
On thee I turn a hopeful eye, 
Bright stone of silence, make reply. 

The magic stone grew larger and larger. Its 
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brilliant centre^ like a searching eye, returned 
Fidunia's gaze with dazzling refulgence. Heavier 
and heavier drooped her falling lids, her recum- 
bent form sought more and more the support of 
her little couch, at length borne down by resist- 
less force, she lay unnerved and motionless. 

The lamp became extinguished. All was dark, 
silent, and blank. Her corporeal frame slumbered 
inert and passive: But now every spiritual faculty 
throbbed into keen activity. The whole chamber 
was filled with soft penetrating light The kind 
Anna's well-remembered form stood beside her. 
With one hand she raised Fidunia on her couch, 
with the other she pointed towards the south. 

To Fidunia*s intense surprise, she beheld a ray 
of moonlight illumine the sombre waters of the Bay 
of Deva, reaching in One narrow unbroken line to 
what she well knew as the distant though hitherto 
unvisited island of Spera. She gazed bewildered 
from her raised alcove, which commanded an easy 
view of the landscape beneath, through the wide, 
open windows. 

How could the small silver horn of the newborn 
moon cast such brilliant light on the dark ocean } 
She turned a troubled glance towards her unwonted 
visitant, but her voice was spell-bound ; the questions 
she fain would have uttered died upon her lips. 
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With a sad and solemn gesture her protectress still 
pointed towards the heights of Spera, then sighed, 
rather than said these lines: 

Far, &r o*er the depths of that shimm'ring blue sea. 

The drops trickle slowly so sought for by thee ; 

Enwrapt by the jealous embrace of the deep, 

A lake without sky, without motion doth sleep. 

Though distant, and hidden the shrine of the cave 

By the busy bright waters its entrance that lave^ 

Yet only the touch of an innocent maiden 

Can e'er give effect to those drops virtue-laden. 

At midnight a ray shall illumine the portal 

All sombre and sUent, ne'er threaded by mortal. 

At midnight, by moonlight, that path can be crossed. 

By her, who heroic, ne'er counteth the cost. 

Oh, chilly the ocean, and lonely the hour. 

Or the charm that thou seekest is reft of its power ; 

And voiceless and mute thine endeavours must be. 

Or fruitless thy labours and harmful to thee. 

Yet, maiden, forbear ! ere thou challenge the spell • 

Remember — with thee and with thine it is well ! 

In thee and thy love the blind monarch is blest : 

Then dwell in his palace — Fidunia — at rest 

As the last couplet fell on Fidunia's ears all else 
became as nought. The dear thought of her first 
and faithful lover filled her imaginative mind. 
What recked she of trouble or sorrow to be under- 
gone in his service ! Would she not even give life 
itself for the sake of him who had first called into 
existence all the passionate but unknown wealth 
of her unselfish soul ! Dreamily she recalled to her 
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forest maiden as his predestined deliverer, nor was his 
eager curiosity satisfied till he had asked innumer- 
able questions. Fidunia sighed as she noted his 
feverish agitation. Remembering the warning con- 
tained in the last rhythmical lines, she feared lest his 
hopes should be dashed to the ground. 

As they sat together in his favourite turret above 
the castle porch, he explained to her that rumour 
spoke of a hidden cave in the Isle of Spera. Re- 
calling to mind the line of light she had so distinctly 
seen across the bay, Fidunia pointed it out as having 
terminated beneath the highest peak of the island. 
Antiphates decided that an endeavour to find the 
cave should be made when the moon next became 
full. He would fain himself have aided in the search ; 
but Fidunia, anxious to have her mind steadfastly 
set on the one object of the expedition, persuaded 
him to remain within the palace, and to allow her 
to go forth guarded only by Domenichino. 

Domenichino secretly hired, as for his own use, 
one of the boats belonging to a fisherman of Spera. 
He carefully questioned the men of the place about 
their island. They all seemed aware of the probable 
existence of a cave only accessible from the sea, but 
partly from the dreamy indolence common to those 
climes, partly from superstition, no one had as yet 
discovered its entrance. A thousand old legends, 


172 FIDO AND FFDUNIA. 

however, sung of the hidden beauties of this won- 
drous grotto, a hundred wild tales were told among 
these simple people of the magic and wonder-working- 
fountain therein concealed from mortal eyes. 

At last the time arrived when, at midnight, 
Cynthia should reach her cold meridian of beauty. 
Fidunia resolved to leave Fido for the first time be- 
hind her. She committed him to the willing charge 
of the King, but the little animal, who from the first 
had taken a dislike to Antiphates, could not be got 
away from his mistress's chamber. There, extended 
on the moonlit verandah, he remained during her 
absence, disconsolate and wakeful. 

It was a night of peaceful calm. As the sturdy 
rowers urged on their vessel, her bows parted the 
waters into a thousand phosphorescent ripples, which, 
widening as the boat moved onward, spread into one 
broad, flaming wake in their rear. 

Fidunia carried with her an ancient gold goblet, 
wherein the King besought her to place the precious 
drops, should she succeed in obtaining them. Grasp- 
ing it tightly in her hand, as if to persuade herself 
she was not dreaming, she gazed awestruck on the 
overwhelming beauty of the landscape, arrayed in 
night's fairest covering. 

Already distant, the City of Deva lay white and 
ghost-like under the moon's pale ray. Here and 
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there a gleam of light showed that there were 
watchers on land, and from the high turret window 
of Castle Xylina one ruddy gleam shot a quivering 
reflection far along the ever-lengthening track of 
their little craft 

Before them the nearing crags of Spera rose abrupt 
and beetling towards the sky. The boat moved 
rapidly along. Now became audible the surging swell 
and low muffled boom of the ocean, ever chafing, ever 
restless, even when apparently at peace ; and ever re- 
pelled by those giant sentinels of the deep. Num- 
bers of sea-birds, disturbed by the unwonted splash 
of oars, wheeled screaming above their heads, and 
suddenly brought to Fidunia's mind with agitating dis- 
tinctness the recollection of her second forest dream. 

But all other thoughts were merged in the ap- 
proaching performance of her self-imposed task. 
They had gradually rounded the opening to a little 
bay where the water seemed more shallow, and the 
sea only broke in tiny wavelets upon a small shelf of 
pearly white sand. Here Fidunia stepped from the 
boat. Leaving human companionship behind, she 
slowly paced along the narrow margin. Finally, fol- 
lowing the moon-lit line and heedful of Domeni- 
chino*s oft-repeated instructions, she disappeared 
behind the frowning ledge of rock which bounded 
the narrow inlet 
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Only a very few minutes after she had thus gone 
from their sight, they could hear dimly across the 
intervening waters, the faint tolling of the midnight 
beHs in the great City. In indescribable anxiety 
DomenichinOy who alone (among these rude boat- 
men) knew her peril, counted the minutes till 
Fidunia's return, and resolved that at the expira- 
tion of a certain time he would at all risks persist 
in following the unprotected maiden. 

But, ere the appointed period had elapsed, Fidunia, 
with buoyant steps, turned swiftly the dark boundary 
and rapidly drew near. High resolve sat upon her 
brow and stamped her features with a noble ar- 
dour. Closely clasped to her bosom she held the 
precious vase, but to no mortal ear might she un- 
fold the thrilling tale of her solitary experience. 

Had she within those mystic precincts heard a 
warning voice which bade her pause ere she dashed 
the cup of earthly happiness from her lips } How 
and where had she obtained the crystal liquid that 
leapt and sparkled in its golden prison.? Had she 
entered the ice-cold waters and braved the wave- 
engulfing arms of the merry, malicious mer-men, 
who warily watch, and at the midnight hour have 
power to bear to their coral haunts the bold earth- 
maiden who shall step within their native element ? 

These, and numberless other questions, crowded 
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into Domenichino's mind as he sped to meet her ; 
but she raised her finger to her lips, and with a 
mute gesture of entreaty silently took her place in 
the little vessel. The weather-beaten boatmen 
shrank back as she passed them by, her hair and 
garments glistening with a thousand rainbow-coloured 
drops ; yet, as she dreamily took her place in the 
stem, one, less bashful than his compeers, awkwardly 
placed his rough coat so as to shelter and keep her 
warm. 

The wind had arisen. It swept moaningly around, 
hurrying dark clouds across the face of the moon, 
and presently shrouding her altogether from their 
sight. But the red tower-light from distant Xylina 
guided the homeward-bound crew, and ere very long 
they were safely landed below the slumbering City. 

Still voiceless, Fidunia, with lagging footsteps, as- 
cended the steep hill. Her energy was gone ; she 
leant heavily on Domenichino^s arm, and but for his 
aid must have fallen more than once exhausted by 
the way. At last the castle was reached. In answer 
to her signal the faithful esquire knocked at his 
master's turret door. An impatient voice bade them 
enter. Antiphates himself, stumbling hastily to meet 
them, started as he took Fidunia's cold hand in his. 
She gently withstood his eager inquiries and solici- 
tude for her health. "Sire," she murmured, "I am 
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very weary, but these poor hands must this night 
bathe your eyes." 

At her words the King, obedient, sank on a couch 
near at hand, and Fidunia, dipping her fingers into 
the golden goblet, timidly pressed them again and 
again over his burning eyelids. Her cool, soft touch 
soothed his irritated nerves and brought refreshing- 
peace to his restless mind. A strange calm folded 
its enshadowing wings around those busy brows 
and wrapt the imperious monarch in a sweet and 
childlike slumber. 

Raising her finger again to her lips, in token of 
silence, and signing to Domenichino to leave his 
sovereign for the night, Fidunia quitted the turret 
chamber and sought her own apartment. Here the 
listening Fido greeted her approaching footsteps with 
a whine of delight, and testified his joy at her return 
by many expressive gambols. 

Long into the night she sat on her balcony, acting 
over in thought again and again the exciting scenes 
of that eventful evening. It seemed to her she had 
only just fallen asleep when she was suddenly startled 
from her slumbers by a loud paean of rejoicing blown 
from the castle wall by the silver trumpets. 

For a moment recollection failed her, but then glad 
certainty flashed on her mind, and, as if to make 
assurance doubly sure, some of the women of the 
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palace, rushing abruptly into her chamber, confirmed 
the glad tidings. They urged her to arise and dress 
in haste, for the King could not rest till he had seen 
and thanked his deliverer in person. 

Fidunia hurriedly arrayed herself. Accompanied 
by Fido, she hastened along the now well-known 
passages of the palace. She ascended the broad 
stairs and passed the tall guards in the corridor, 
with their nodding plumes. The doors of the 
presence chamber were thrown open before her. 
On the threshold she stood a moment irresolute. 
Then, notwithstanding their intimacy, knowing his 
newly-gained power, she advanced timidly towards 
the great King. There was a pause, she raised her 
eyes to his. The monarch seemed transformed ! 
Instead of half-closed, unseeing eyes, and all the 
accompanying hesitation and uncertainty, two 
searching orbs now bent their dark majesty full 
on the bashful maiden. In that one moment she 
drank in the fatal secret, which no after -words 
could disguise. 

It was but too true ! 

A passionate adorer of beauty, Antiphates had, 
during the past months, almost unknown to himself, 
clothed his unseen love with perfect loveliness. His 
heart therefore beat high with expectation as her 
footfall was heard at the door, and when, with her 
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attendant Fido, she entered alone, he could not 
control the impulse of disappointment too plainly- 
written on his- expressive, speaking countenance. 

The dawn of light on his long - darkened orbs 
revealed to him the unattractive colouring and 
irregular features of the being he had in blindness 
learned to adore, and no self-command on his part 
could conceal from love's unerring instinct his 
change of mood. 

Now, however, with well - simulated alacrity, he 
rose from his throne. Stepping down with a free, 
unfettered gait, widely different from his wonted 
stumbling manner, he took the maiden's hand in his 
own. Pouring confused and hurried thanks into her 
ear, he led her to the seat where she had passed so 
many happy hours. 

In vain he strove to conjure back the fascination 
Fidunia once possessed for him. Oh! subtle in- 
fluence ! who can accurately define the thrilling tie 
that makes the one we love different from all the 
world beside ? who, when the frail chain of enchant* 
ment is once severed, can join again those mystic 
links ? 

The King and Fidunia conversed in low tones, ap- 
parently unchanged : the gay courtiers around at least 
observed no cloud on the horizon. Waiting within 
call, they clustered eagerly around Domenichino to 
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hear his adventures of the previous night, and to 
discuss together the approaching marriage of the 
maiden^ now beloved by all, with their fortune- 
favoured prince. They recked not of the cold 
shadow that crept slowly into the little maid's 
heart, and clouded iier fair and hitherto untroubled 
sky. 

Fido alone, close and vigilant, marked the awaken- 
ing sorrow of his beloved mistress. He felt the 
hand that caressed him g^ow cold and pulseless. 
He noted the accent of despair in Fidunia's choking 
voice. His unsophisticated nature rose indignant at 
the selfishness of the human friend, who (after such 
vows breathed, and responded to by her to whom 
they were addressed), could change and grow indif- 
ferent to the being who had gone through so much 
for his sake. 

How true it is that maidens, like flowers, expand 
in the presence of him they love, in the warm sun- 
shine of adoration. When that cheering beam is 
withdrawn, how colourless and scentless, how devoid 
of beauty, do their drooping blossoms become ! 

Even so it was with Fidunia, the happy light that 
had of late dawned in her gray eyes now faded away. 
Hour after hour she wept alone on her sleepless 
pillow, sadly musing over times departed, 

" Departed never to return." 
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One wakeFul night she poured out her thoughts In. 
these words : 

The aUftnt hour of Right prevailed, the Earth 
Wiui in her first and dewy slumber, while 
The Moon unveiled her pure and peerless light. 
And threw her radiance o'er the dusky haunts 
Of men. 

An atom on the world's broad breast 
Alone, beneath those chilly beams I mnsed, 
On Death and Immortality. 

My soul 
Sped swiftly upward on the ethereal ray, 
And left enthralled the grosser part of self. 
The slumberim; mortal portion of my frame. 


The spirit world was gained, and for a space 
Enchantment wove mine aching heart a strange 
Bright web of many hued delight She gave 
To that brief Dream all the reality 
That made its flying moments passing sweet. 
The kindly echoes lent their magic aid, 
And tonea reverberated in mine ear 
Whose music gently whispered rapture, not 
Of Earth, but of some far-off lovely Land, 
A Time when all that is not yet may be. 


With trembling sigh, from happiness too great, 

I all unknowing broke the mystic spell, 

And shivering back, through dark and dreary ways. 

No Moon to guide the weary feet» no Light 

To cheer the falling spirit, once again 

Within dull clay poor Psyche found her home, 

And woke to bitter loneliness and woe. 
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She had in truth a rough awakening from her dream 
of happiness. As day by day the restless monarch 
showed more and more the change in his feelings that 
perfect vision had wrought^ Fidunia not only passed 
through the deep waters of sorrow in realizing his 
alienation, but experienced moreover a fresh and 
equally poignant pain as the veil of illusion fell from 
her disenchanted eyes, and taught the simple-hearted 
young girl that she could never again regard her 
monarch with the same trusting faith. 

To one of hasty impulsive temperament like Anti- 
phates, dissimulation proved impossible: however 
much he was bound, alike by the ties of honour and 
of gratitude, to keep the vows publicly pledged to 
his deliverer, he could not forgive the hapless girl 
her lack of outward beauty. He valued not the 
delicate refinement of her nature. He marked not 
the ethereal spirit that shone unconquerable through 
her transparent eye. His affection had been of the 
earth, earthy ; evanescent as frail mortality itself. 

Nor was Fidunia's spirit formed in a mould to sicken 
and die of unrequited affection. In happier days, 
the happiest of her short life, she had, in spite of the 
vast difference in their ages, learned to regard the 
gifted King with something akin to reverential love. 
The eager wooing of one so talented and fascinat- 
ing could not fail to produce some corresponding 


l8l FIDO AND FIDUNIA. 

cflTect on the imagination of the forest maiden. Not 
unsolicited she had yielded up her gentle heart, and 
come gradually to centre all the hopes and thoughts 
of her young life upon Antiphates. 

She now grew to spend longer hours eadi day in 
wandering round the precincts of Xyltna. The difld 
of nature, she ever found her truest solace beneath 
the wide canopy of heaven. There no walls pent in 
her labouring sobs, no human eye beheld the slowly 
falling tears, mourners over a vanished past, that 
welled up one by one from her burning heart ; tears 
that slowly rising, purified still further her much 
afflicted spirit, and weaned her soul from the earthly 
love which for a time had satisfied that strange im- 
mortal portion of mortality. 

Fido, ever beside his mistress, grew like her, pen- 
sive and forlorn. He knew she was in grief, and 
his mute sympathy gave her comfort, as together they 
climbed through the mazy wood, or explored the 
hills that rose behind the castle. 

In these wanderings, Fidunia came frequently to a 
knoll, commanding the lovely expanse of waters 
beneath. Looking across the broad bay of Deva, the 
horizon was bounded only by the fair island of Spera, 
so fraught with memory's brightest records. Here 
upon a bank of wild thyme, sheltered by the cool 
olive trees, and fanned by the passing breeze, she 
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pondered over her mysterious lot, and shudderingly 
thought ot the blank untrodden future. 

But counsel and comfort already approached. 
One day as she thus sat, rapt and musing, a gentle 
voice addressed her; turning half alarmed, she be- 
held the sweetest face her eyes had ever dwelt upon. 
That countenance shone with heaven-born beauty. 
" Sister Angela " (for thus the stranger was called) 
had also sorrowed, but she had found lasting comfort 
in the convent of Saint Sebastian. This monastery 
was near at hand, though partially concealed by the 
dense foliage and the masses of creepers which 
clothed its outer walls. Angela had oftentimes seen 
and yearned over the sorrowful young girl, and at 
last, issuing forth, ventured to greet her. 

She tenderly saluted Fidunia, who, before long, 
learnt to love and trust her new friend. She soon 
came daily to seek for guidance and comfort at 
her hands, confiding to Angela's sympathizing ears 
the chequered story of her brief life. 

Meantime, to add still further to the griefs of poor 
Fidunia, her little dog disappeared. She first missed 
him one afternoon as, after long converse with her 
new found friend, she turned to descend the grassy 
slopes to Castle Xylina. 

During those hours she had formed a high and 
holy resolijtiQn. Alone in the world, she aspired to 
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become one of the sisterhood to whom Angela be- 
longed, and to find an asylum for her wearied 
wounded heart within the sacred walls of Saint 
Sebastian. 

On reaching the Castle, Fidunia sought everywhere 
for Fido, but no one had seen him, or could tell 
whither he had gone. While occupied in threading 
the long passages and calling anxiously for her 
missing companion, she met Domenichino hastening 
to entreat her attendance on the King. Without 
returning to her chamber to alter her attire, Fidunia 
turned and accompanied him to the royal presence. 

Antiphates met her at the entrance of the hall. 
In kind yet constrained tones the monarch condoled 
with her as he heard of Fido's disappearance. He 
gave orders moreover that the strictest search should 
at once be instituted throughout Deva and its en- 
virons for Fidunia's dear little favourite. 

" But now," continued the King, leading her to a 
deep embrasure, whence could be seen the fair land* 
scape beneath, " I am anxious you should name the 
day for the ceremony that is to unite the debtor to 
his mistress, and thus permit me to fulfil my plighted 
troth." So saying, he carried her hand lightly to his 
lips, and looked searchingly upon her. But even his 
bold eyes fell rebuked beneath Fidunia's pure enquir- 
ing gaze, now divested of all hesitation or embarrass- 
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ment. No word of reproach for his altered behaviour 
towards her, since she had restored his sight, fell 
from her. No murmur escaped her. But her voice 
quavered as, in a few simple sentences, she unfolded 
to him the purpose she had that day formed of 
taking upon herself the vows of Saint Sebastian. 

A sense of momentary shame at his own want of 
generosity dyed the King's rough cheek a deeper hue. 
He felt his inability to urge Fidunia with any zest 
to renounce her lofty aspirations. He strove to con- 
ceal his satisfaction, but he knew too well that her 
voluntary self-devotion relieved him from a perplex- 
ing dilemma. 

Nevertheless he cast about in his mind for some 
form of remonstrance ; but before he could frame the 
words on his unwilling lips, she was gone. 

Stung to her inmost heart by the inscrutable 
changes in his variable nature, and already over- 
wrought by the day's emotions, the hapless Fidunia 
only reached her chamber in time to shut from every 
human eye her deadly struggle, her last overwhelm- 
ing battle with wounded mortal love. 

Days slowly elapsed without intelligence of Fido, 
and the arrangements became gradually completed 
by which, upon the Festival of All Saints, Fidunia 
was to enter her noviciate. 

All Hallow's Eve drew near. On the morrow the 
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lonely Fidunia was to bid farewell to the outer 
world, and rest her wearied tempest-tossed head 
within the peaceful cloistered shades. 

She sought her luxurious chamber for the last time, 
and unfastening the window, stepped out on the 
broad balcony. The glorious full moon once more 
illuminated with clear cold light each beloved object 
in the exquisite panorama so dear to her. 

Human sorrow asserted its own in the maiden's 
breast, as in spirit she bade farewell to the slumbering 
monarch who, for a brief period, had been her sun and 
firmament, the "all" for which in the forest depths 
her innocent soul had insensibly pined. 

A sudden pattering footstep sounded near, and 
looking inwards, lo I through the moonlit chamber, 
approached the truant Fido. In the imperfect light 
he seemed faint and weary ; but Fidunia sprang to 
meet him, and raised and fondled the little wan-* 
derer in her arms, asking him the while many a 
question about his strange absence, half reproaching 
him for his desertion. 

As she held the little dog close to her breast, 
rejoicing over his return, she felt something of a 
novel character around his neck. She gently un- 
fastened a cord, and found attached to it a small 
phial carefully sealed, yet emitting a wondrous 
fragrance. 
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Somehow assuming from her companion's quiescent 
attitude that the flask was for her own use, she slipped 
it into her bosom, and forgetting all else, again yielded 
herself to vague yearnings over the unfulfilled visions 
of the past. It was long before she stepped from 
the window, and placing Fido on the ground pre- 
pared for her last night's rest in the palace. 

As she let down the now lengthened tresses of her 
thick hair, Fido though evidently exhausted, re- 
fused to lie down. Seemingly ill at ease, he watched 
her every movement with painful anxiety. When at 
length she drew near the marble bath, wherein she 
nightly plunged, his agitation knew no bounds, and 
as in undressing she displaced the phial from her 
garments he uttered a series of short sharp barks 
restlessly springing the while backwards and forwards 
from his mistress to the edge of the alcove. So close 
V^as the companionship between Fidunia and her 
faithful companion, that she at once divined his 
meaning, and undoing the seal and extracting the 
stopper from the bottle, she emptied its contents into 
the water. Scarcely had she done so when the whole 
chamber became filled with a delicious perfume. As 
one in a trance, half overcome by the powerful scent, 
Fidunia entered her bath, and felt at once the extra- 
ordinary invigorating power which seemed to emanate 
from those few drops of liquid. 
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All sorrow was lifted from her heart. Already in 
imagination she joined in the sweet praiseful strains 
of the Sebastian sisters. Angelic forms moved around 
her, and the moon's pale rays at length guided the 
weary maiden to her pillow. Stretching out one soft 
arm over her faithful dog, lying in his cot by her side, 
and lulled by a foretaste of heaven's own music, Fidu- 
nia sank into dreams of ecstatic beauty. 

The loud pealing of a thousand bells for the Festi- 
val of All Saints at last awoke the neophyte from 
her deep repose. For a moment she started and half 
forgot her resting place ; but her eye fell upon her 
little dog. Something strange in his attitude struck 
her. Startled, she sprang to her feet and bent over 
him. 

His sleep was surely very deep ! Yes, Fidunia ! 
sound are those slumbers from which not even the 
touch of thy beloved hand can rouse his weariecj 
form, or call forth a response from the wistful eyes, 
wont to hang upon thy lightest gesture. 

With an exceeding bitter cry, Fidunia fell beside 
her lost favourite and vainly chafed his stiffening 
limbs. As she stooped over him, her eyes swimming 
in tears, she perceived in the morning light a small 
scroll lying on the floor by his couch. She hastily 
raised it, and noted " This for Fidunia " traced upon 
the outer covering. She tore it open, and through 
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the mists of sorrow that perpetually dimmed her 
vision, she read these words : 

" Sweet daughter, when thou readest this, thy faith- 
ful servant will be no more. Know that the little 
dog, Fido, through many past days and nights hath 
mourned over thine exceeding sorrow and thy low 
estate, 

" He held thee altogether lovely, but he knew from 
human fellowship t}iat those who owed most to thy 
labours, my child, had weighed thine outward beauty 
in the balance and found it wanting. He watched 
thine affliction till his own heart went nigh to break ; 
and then, calling to remembrance my counsels and 
assistance to thee, he left thy side, and through many 
hardships and with great fatigue he gained once more 
my little cottage by the wide and spreading common. 
I made known to him that the gift of earthly beauty 
could only be thine through the self-sacrifice of one 
who loved thee to the death. Thy faithful com- 
panion hath cheerfully laid down his sinless existence 
for thy dear sake. 

" Heaven guard thee and guide thee, Fidunia ! 

•* Anna." 

As Fidunia, penetrated to her very inmost soul by 
thfe dying fidelity of her beloved dog, sank again over 
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his inanimate frame, a loud and persistent knocking 
made itself heard at her chamber door. She had 
barely time to cast on her outer garments before the 
palace women, alarmed by her first cry, and hearmg 
no response to their summons, thrust open the door 
and drew inquisitively near the weeping maiden. 

Fidunia rose from her knees, and casting an in* 
dignant look on the amazed intruders, she exclaimed* 
" Behold your thoughtless work ! It was through 
you and yours that my poor dog learnt the small 
esteem in which his mistress was held, and has thus 
been goaded to his death." 

No answer came from the gathering throng. 
Awed and abashed, they herded together. Whence 
came the ineffable beauty that sat upon Fidunia's 
brow, and cast a radiance over her shining hair? 
That it was the forest maiden none could doubt, but 
how exquisitely soft and fair her lineaments, as 
standing in the morning sun before her dead com- 
rade's couch, she gave vent to her feelings of 
passionate reproach. 

At this moment Domenichino, hastily enterii^, 
heralded the Kingfs approach. The news of the 
death of Fido and of Fidunia's miraculous and new- 
born beauty had spread like wild-fire through the 
Castle. 

Antiphates, no less bewildered than his subjects. 
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hesitated half awe-struck on the threshold of 
the young girl's chamber, which he now for the 
first time proposed to enter. Recovering himself 
promptly, however, with an imperious gesture he 
signed to his surrounding people to leave the apart- 
ment, and then slowly advanced to the now silent but 
still weeping Fidunia. 

In bygone days, all unknown to the sightless 
monarch, the very sound of his approaching footsteps 
had power to suffuse her cheek with blushes. Now 
coldly conscious of his presence, she stood before 
him without responsive sign, the loveliest creature 
upon God's wide earth, the realized ideal of his 
fairest dreatns. 

"Wrapped in her white morning robe, with her yet 
unbound hair falling back in rich clustering masses 
from her pure pale brow and pearly skin of dazzling 
whiteness; a solemn depth shone from her dark 
blue eyes, bearing still a wealth of tears unshed ; 
while a faint evanescent colour like the transparent 
petal of the wood anemone played upon her rounded 
cheek. 

All unknown to herself, clothed in this wondrous 
panoply of beauty, Fidunia awaited her sovereign's 
commands. To her unspeakable surprise the mon- 
arch seemed overcome with some unbidden emotion. 
Again and again he vainly assayed to speak ; at 
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length, drawing near, he bent his proud knee before 
her, and in agitated tones besought her pardon. 

"Sire," replied Fidunia, "as regards myself, I 
have little to forgive, but would that my dumb 
companion had been spared the knowledge that hath 
cost him his faithful life." 

" Oh, Fidunia ! " cried the enamoured Prince, 
"forget these sad weeks wherein we have suffered 
disquiet, and during which untoward shadows have 
obscured my vision, and consent, as you once promised, 
to be my bride. I swear to you, my darling," continued 
he, pressing closer to the shrinking girl, " that in my 
love and tender care you shall find consolation even 
for the death of your poor lost favourite." 

With an effort Fidunia extricated her hand from 
his nervous grasp, and the red flush of indignation 
mounting higher and higher, she exclaimed, "Nay, 
my liege, this is neither the'cime nor the place wherein 
to renew the vows which of late have sat so light 
on thy heart and conscience. Here in the presence 
of the faithful dead, spare me, I pray thee, all 
reference to the unfaithful past. That chapter is 
closed for ever. On this morning, with thy free 
consent, I take upon myself new and holy vows. 
Yes," repeated she, raising her speaking eyes to the 
glorious eastern sky, " I am accounted worthy to 
become the lowly bride of Heaven." And as if in 
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confirmation of her words, a gust of wind brought 
faintly to their ears, through the wide open window, 
the glad chiming of the Saint Sebastian bells, ringing 
in anticipation of the ceremonial of the day. 

"Now by my crown and kingdom," whispered 
Antiphates, in burning ardent tones, " that thou never 
shalt become, for mine thou art and mine thou shalt 
remain while I have life and power to keep thee/' 
So saying he sprang to his feet and enfolding Fidunia 
in his arms, pressed her fiercely to his breast. 

Weary and distraught, and well nigh overcfome 
with the struggle, as she felt the loud pulsations 
of his throbbing heart, and experienced the mesmeric 
influence of strong earthly passion, the sorely bestead 
maiden breathed from her fainting soul an earnest 
prayer for guidance; and her silent petition for aid 
in the hour of need was answered. 

A low straih of music sounded through the 
chamber, and the reluctant King involuntarily re- 
leased his trembling captive, as the door slowly 
opening admitted two by two the veiled and white 
arrayed sisters of Saint Sebastian coming to adorn 
their promised novice for the approaching ceremony. 

In vain the distracted Prince commanded them to 
pause in their holy duties, in vain he implored 
Fidunia to delay even for a day her irrevocable vows. 

Borne back by the gentle but resistless force of 
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the sacred band, and secretly abashed at the recol- 
lection of his own conduct, Antiphates stood spell- 
bound, devouring with hungry eyes the peerless 
beauty of the maid, whom too late, he knew to be 
the one golden hope of his life. They arrayed her 
in bridal robes of exceeding splendour. They placed 
a coronal of blooming orange flowers upon her fault- 
less head. 

When all was completed Fidunia, turning to Do- 
menichino, pleaded with him to convey what re- 
mained of her devoted servant to the little thymy 
knoll beneath the olive trees, and there within easy 
reach of her convent walls, to lay to rest the still 
beautiful form of the faithful Fido. 

Then, stepping aside as if to bid him farewell, 
she raised and kissed the silent Prince's hand, mur- 
muring in tones that he alone could hear, "while 
life lasts I shall pray for thee." Ere he could re- 
spond the procession slowly re-formed, and descending 
the broad palace-stairs, swept onwards along the 
avenue of grassy sward, and through the orange- 
scented gardens of Xylina to the hallowed precincts 
of Saint Sebastian on the Hill. 

Within the chapel where the holy fathers waited, 
many had collected to witness the ceremony, but 
the King and his cortege occupied the places nearest 
to the sisters and the young aspirant 
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Through his intervention her meditations were 
yet again disturbed, as he besought her once more 
to turn from her purpose, and to remain amid the 
outer world as his loved and honoured bride. She 
steadfastly refused to listen to his entreaties. The 
service proceeded, and the novice at length prepared 
to pass through the iron gateway that should now 
close to all eternity between her and the world with- 
out A ray from heaven fell on her beautiful figure, 
and illumined her devout features, as she stood 
waiting to receive the white consecrated veil of the 
sisterhood. 

The long enveloping folds shrouded her from head 
to foot, and as Fidunia's golden head disappeared for 
ever from the sight of man, the whole air became 
filled with the celestial voices of the choir, singing 
these glorious words, 

" She is not dead, but liveth." 
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THE ENCHANTER OF THE NORTH. 

On the eastern side of the Isle of Raasay there still 
stands a lonely ruin known as Castle Brochel. 
Perched upon precipitous rocks at the very verge of 
the ocean, it is easy to imagine how, armed and 
provisioned, this fortress held its own amid the perpe- 
tual warfare of early Celtic times. 

Castle Brochel has always borne a doubtful repu- 
tation. According to tradition, it was originally 
built with the price of blood, for the ancient legend 
runs somewhat after this fashion. 

Shiel Torquil went forth with his dogs one morning 
to hunt the red deer on the wild mountains Blaven 
and Glamaig, in the neighbouring Island of Skye. 
Shiel Torquil had with him only one retainer, but he 
was a host in himself, being sumamed, from his im- 
mense size and strength, the Gillie More. After 
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some time they sighted a stag. In the ardour of 
the chase the dogs soon ran out of sight, pursuing 
their quarry towards the shore at Sligachan. 

Now it so happened that the young Kreshinish in 
his galley was anchored on that side of the island 
within sight of the beach. He saw the hunted animal 
about to take to the water, and swim, as deer are 
often known to do, across the narrow strait which lies 
between Skye and Raasay. Kreshinish arid his n^en 
at once landed and took possession, not only of the 
stag itself, but of the dogs which, panting and ex- 
hausted, were unable to offer any resistance, 

Shiel Torquil presently appeared on the scene and 
angrily asked for his deer and his hounds. Kreshi- 
nish refused to deliver them up. A bloody struggle 
ensued, during which the Gillie More inflicted a fatal 
wound upon the ill-fated young chieftain who un- 
wittingly (at first) had interfered with the sports of 
another. This brought the affray to a speedy con- 
clusion, and Shiel Torquil with his follower carried 
off deer and dogs in triumph. 

Not long after this the poor old father of Kreshinish 
came to Skye to seek for the murderer of his son, and 
publicly offered the reward of a bag of silver to any 
one who would show him the guilty man. The Gillie 
More, hearing of the promised guerdon, boldly 
entered the presence of the elder Kreshinish. Con- 
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fessing that he himself had slain the youthful chief- 
tain, he urged in self-defence the young man's over- 
bearing conduct in attempting to carry off Shiel 
Torquil's stag-hounds and game. 

The bereaved father, obliged by the stringent laws 
of Highland honour to fulfil his solemn promise, re- 
luctantly bestowed the bag of silver on the very man 
who had cut off his only child in the early bloom of 
manhood. The Gillie More, however, haunted by 
remorse, and still fearing the avenger's footstep, 
entreated his master to accept the money and build 
therewith a retreat for them both. 

Shiel Torquil granted his henchman's request. 
After some time spent in searching for a suitable 
site, they at last selected the wild easterly shore 
of Raasay. Here were speedily raised the frowning 
walls of Castle Brochel. Secured from sudden attack 
by the inaccessible situation of their refuge, the 
Gillie More and his master lived in peace for 
many years. 

Their retired habits, and their dislike to intruders, 
coupled with this strange tale of robbery and mur- 
der, caused the Castle, though newly-built, to be 
regarded with no friendly eye. When they died, it 
was left untenanted for a considerable time. Many 
reports were circulated concerning the strange sights 
and sounds to be seen and heard at the eerie hour of 
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twilight, or amid the silent watches of the night, by 
the belated traveller who chanced to pass that way 
by flea or by land. 

At the period of which we speak, Castle Brochd 
had however for some time been inhabited by a being 
whose origin was partially shrouded in mystery, 
the gloomy Eudaemon, known as the "Enchanter of 
the North." 

Long years ago, Valbiom, the wild sea-king, per- 
suaded the lovely Bragela, Sorglan's fair-hatred 
daughter, to fly with him from her home. Terrible 
was Sorglan's wrath when he discovered that his 
hereditary enemy had deprived him of his only 
child, and undying was his resentment But filial 
disobedience brought its own punishment. Before 
very long the restless Valbiom was once more 
roaming alone on the high seas, spreading war 
and confusion in his wake. 

It was next rumoured that the gentle Bragela, 
heart-broken and deserted, had, with her little babe 
and an old and faithful attendant, one-eyed Donald, 
taken up her abode in the lonely Castle BrocheL 
Here shek reared her son, within whose infant mind 
the powers of good and evil seemed to struggle with 
unwonted energy. 

Unceasing were the prayers that the loving mother 
offered up over her child, for his strange nature caused 
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her many tears. At times he would sit- contented 
by her side, and fixing on her his large dark eyes, 
listen attentively to her words of instruction and 
wisdom. Or wandering with her, as soon as he could 
run alone, over the hills near at hand, he learnt the 
names and properties of various medicinal herbs, 
and the hours when they should be gathered to 
render their use efficacious. Wondrously effectual 
was the healing touch he inherited from his fair 
young mother and .brought to light in future 
years. 

On other days a mad spirit of wild wantonness 
seemed to possess the boy. He would destroy every- 
thing upon which he could lay his hand, or tear along 
recklessly over the rugged walls and dangerous pre- 
cipices on which the Castle stood, where a single 
false step would have dashed him to pieces on the 
rocks beneath. If his mother tearfully besought him 
to return to her, he would burst into loud fits of 
laughter, and shriek until the very sea-birds flew 
affrighted from the spot. 

When these strange paroxysms seized him, Bragela 
found that nothing had the least effect upon her 
wayward child save music. It was wholly by acci- 
dent she first discovered the soothing charm of 
melody on his turbulent nature. 

One day, after watching his wild antics till her 
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voy heart grev sick within her, she re-entered 
the hall v^caried and discouraged. Gradually con- 
soling heiself as she remembered how often the 
young rebel had come down in safety from his peril- 
ous haunts^ she drew to her the harp, her father's 
gift in days of yore, which in all her wanderings 
she had carried with her. Striking chord after chord 
on its well-worn strings, she at length b^;an to mingle 
her sweet voice with its thrilling tones. She sang 
of her childhood's lu^py home, and her tenderly- 
loved father, of the still beloved though faithless 
Valbiom, of the perils they had tc^^ther undergone, 
of the blissful hours she had once enjoyed when 
the fierce warrior forgot everything save her gentle 
strains, and lay entranced at her feet drinking in 
every word, and whispering in ardent tones that " her 
voice was as that of the angels in heaven." 

She would have sung on of sorrow and forlorn 
solitude, but voice and heart alike failed her. Clasp- 
ing her arms around her cold harp, the forsaken Bra- 
gela bowed her head on its shoulder and wept aloud. 

But a little rough hand was laid upon her neck. 
"Mother, mother," whispered her boy; *'you must 
not weep, you are not forlorn or lonely, for I am 
here to care for you, and to protect you." 

Surprised and touched, Bragela turned to look 
upon the child. The wild light had died out of his 
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eyes, and in its place shone tlirough those briUiant 
orbs the tender protecting instinct of his sex. He 
drew closer to her, and pressing his little curly head 
on her soft bosom, he murmured, " I am sorry, 
mother dear ; forgive me this time." 

Poor Bragela gladly folded the young truant to 
her heart. Henceforward she derived unspeakable 
comfort from this new influence over his boisterous 
spirit For his sake she cheerfully resumed the art 
she had deemed laid aside for ever. When the wild 
fit again and again returned upon her boy, she would 
even carry her harp into the outer court. There 
^nuring herself, with all a mother's courage, to behold 
without shuddering his maddest freaks, by her sweet 
singing and playing she gradually lured him to her 
side, and awakened his better self. 

These happy days, however, could not continue 
for ever. Eudaemon's mother had gone through too 
many trials, and was of too tender a nature to endure 
such grief with impunity. There came a time when 
the gentle Bragela laid down her wearied head to 
rest ; her dim eye kindled not with affection when 
her terrified boy bent over her, her cold hand for the 
first time gave him no responsive caress. Her sor- 
rows were ovef, but loud and long were the lamen- 
tations of her child ; thus left alone with one poor 
old man and his faithful dog Luachan. 
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At dead of night strange lights and sounds arose 
about that rugged dwelling. Watchers at a distance 
beheld the lonely castle enveloped in fiery smoke. 
Amid the wreathing vapours a figure of unearthly pro- 
portions carried to the sea a white-robed form with 
long flowing hair. The repentant Valbiorn, too late 
to save, or even to hold converse with his neglected 
Bragela, bore to his immortal home her precious 
remains. There he was able by his magic skill to 
endow her inanimate body with the semblance of life. 
He mournfully placed the beautiful image in the 
vaulted halls of Thuisto, where he could for ever 
gaze on the fatal beauty that had brought such 
misfortune on its possessor. 

Valbiorn tried every art to persuade his son to 
accompany him ; but before her death Bragela 
had warned her child of the cruel nature of the 
sea-kings. She told him of her humble trust 
that notwithstanding her early disobedience (so 
heartily repented of), her soul might ascend to 
heaven, and though the still heathen Valbiorn could 
take her body, yet she felt her spirit would be safe 
with Him who gave it. 

She explained to Eudaemon that if he came under 
his dread father's influence, the sea-king and his wild 
companions would strive their utmost to make him 
forget and neglect her careful instructions. She 
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entreated him to be steadfast in his resistance to 
temptation, prophesying that eventually he might 
even have the great happiness of rescuing his father 
from the darkness of heathendom ; if only he lived 
on in faith and simplicity, serving his unseen but 
all-powerful Maker, studying the books she left him, 
and endeavouring as best he might to help the poor 
ignorant Highlanders around. 

The crafty Valbiorn finding all his endeavours 
powerless to persuade Eudaemon to quit his abode 
of safety, resolved to destroy his disobedient son 
and his refuge at the same time. ^But here the 
loving mother's foresight helped in the preservation 
of her child. Among the other treasures carried 
by the fugitive Bragela to Castle Brochel, were 
some fowls of the famous breed first reared by the 
witch Fantunina, which by their watchfulness are 
able to protect their possessors from the powers of 
evil. 

Night after night, therefore, when the emissaries 
of the baffled sea-king strove to destroy the Castle 
by fire, the magic cock, ever on the alert, flapped his 
wings and loudly proclaimed the approach of danger. 
Then Eudaemon arising from his lonely couch, 
wrestled in silent prayer until the first faint streaks 
of daylight in the eastern sky showed him that night's 
dominion was over. . Thus baulked of his prey, Val- 
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biom withdrew in a terrible tempest to Thuisto, nor 
did his son again hear of him for many and many 
a long day. 

A considerable period elapsed, during which Eu- 
daemon grew apace in stature and in knowledge. 
He not only studied the many books of magic lore 
left to him, but he also learnt marvellous lessons from 
Nature herself. In his lonely isolation he had leisure 
to attend to what our common mother is ready to 
teach us all, would we but tarry awhile in our busy 
lives and hearken to her still small voice. 

Separated by his birth and dwelling - place from 
mankind in general, Eudaemon strove to benefit the 
few he could befriend. The island people, as a rule, 
rarely beheld him. But in sickness or trouble they 
ever turned (tremblingly, it is true) to the Castle gate, 
where they waited while the trusty Donald apprised 
his master of the presence of the suppliants without. 

Strange cures were wrought by the simple reme- 
dies Eudaemon compounded from the various herbs 
and minerals his mother had shown to him, or with 
which his studies had rendered him familiar. To 
seek these herbs at a propitious time, the youth 
issued from the Castle at dead of night, with his 
faithful Luachan, and traversed the hills till, break 
of day, when, wearied, and full of sleep, he often, 
on his return, passed the daylight hours in repose. 
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He was, moreover, a keen and unerring marks- 
man, swift and sure of foot, and of iron nerve. 
The shuddering Highlanders sometimes marked his 
eager pursuit of the wild goats, which at that time 
abounded in the island. Master and hound seemed 
alike dauntless and fearless in the chase, and whether 
from his early love of climbing, or from his mixed 
descent, it is hard to say, but it is very certain 
that Eudaemon and his dog were often seen scram- 
bling across the beetling crags that overhung the 
sea, in places where no human foot has trodden 
before or since. He and Luachan also knew where 
the golden eagle built her eyrie. He even caught 
and tamed a young nestling, which loved Castle 
Brochel as its home, and would only feed from her 
master's hand. With Donald's assistance moreover 
he had constructed a rude boat, in which they went 
forth occasionally to seek a portion of their subsist- 
ence by fishing. 

Passionately fond of companionship, and denied 
that of his own fellows, Eudaemon, by dint of long 
perseverance, collected around him a motley variety 
of animals. Tame seals lived on the rocks below 
his dwelling. In perfect security around and beneath 
the Castle walls roosted and nested a perfect colony 
of sea-birds. A little flock of goats amply supplied 
the three inhabitants with milk ; while conies, blue 
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hares, domestic fowls of various kinds, and last, 
but not least, serpents, from time immemorial the 
emblems of wisdom, throve and multiplied within 
the precincts or in close proximity to Eudaemon's 
home. 

In those remote times, it is not surprising that old 
Donald, with his queer, misshapen figure, and solitary 
glaring eye, his youthful master, so wise beyond 
his years, and even the poor collie Luachan, whose 
sagacity was far above the average, were one and all 
regarded with some degree of superstitious mistrust 

It was said, that in the little turret chamber, highest 
in the Castle wall, from which at night streamed 
forth a ruddy ray of light, Eudaemon held con- 
verse with visitants from another world, and that 
many a storm was concocted and wafted abroad 
by their dark agency. 

While the young student strove anxiously to 
benefit the cases of sickness brought before him 
— sometimes, indeed, spending whole nights wrest- 
ling face to face with death, by the side of some 
poor peasant's bed — a few of the people were un- 
grateful enough to attribute his cures to magic 
art and to an unholy alliance with the powers 
of darkness. Some humble hearts, however, throbbed 
with responsive gratitude at the very mention of 
his name ; and there was one mother who, though 
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the King of Terrors had proved too powerful for 
his adversary's skill, never forgot the tear of 
sorrow that fell from the young man's eye, as, 
after long watching and many unavailing remedies, 
her bonnie bairn breathed out her innocent life in 
Eudaemon's arms. 

His fame was gradually bruited abroad, and as 
years rolled on he became widely known as " the 
Enchanter of the North." 

From all the surrounding districts the inhabitants 
flocked in boats to seek his advice. Fishermen asked 
for charms, to ensure a successful summer. Ere 
the sailors put to sea, they deemed themselves lucky 
if they could secure one of Eudaemon's so-called 
"amulets'* against disaster. These were, in reality, 
small bags manufactured and sold (in private) by the 
one-eyed seneschal, whose master would have been 
sorely displeased, had he discovered the chaflfering 
trade driven in " charms " by the cunning old man, 
who thus rivalled Gehazi of ancient times ! 

Now it chanced that about this time there dwelt 
on the Lowland Borders, a King and Queen of Clutha, 
whose only daughter was afflicted with a terrible 
misfortune. 

The Princess Miranda was beautiful as the day. 
Her parents, who had long lived in the bonds of 
matrimony without possessing any children, felt 
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inexpressible joy as they welcomed their sweet 
little girl into the world. Bells were rung and 
bonfires lipfhted uoon all the hills on either side of 
the river Clutha, Which ran through her father's 
domains. Everything went on propitiously, until, in 
an hour of woe, it was discovered that the infant 
Princess could not speak ! 

This dire and unexpected calamity threw the 
whole Court, and indeed the nation at large, into 
deep distress. All, both high and low, heartily 
sympathized with the grief-stricken parents. Philo- 
sophers, astrologers, physicians, and wise women 
were each consulted in their' turn; but all, alas! 
in vain. At last, in desperation, the unhappy 
parents even offered the hand and dowrj' of their 
daughter as a reward to any man who should be 
fortunate enough to set her tongue at liberty. 

Years rolled on. The King and Queen were dis- 
appointed in their hope of other offspring. Their 
feelings became more and more bitter, as they re- 
flected on the confusion that would inevitably arise, 
should they die, and the dumb Miranda be called 
to the throne. They feared, with reason, that wicked 
men might take advantage of the Princess's help- 
less condition, and wrest the crown and kingdom 
from her hands. , 

Ambassadors from many surrounding countries 
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were attracted by the beauty of Miranda's portraitSj^ 
carefully and widely disseminated by her prudent 
mother. One by one, however, these envoys dis- 
appeared, on finding that the beautiful Princess* 
though possessed of every other charm, was dumb. 

The King and Queen, to soften as far as possible 
their child's misfortune, gave orders that her play- 
mates and attendants were always to address her 
in writing. All at court were told to conceal from 
the Princess as much as possible the difference be- 
tween her own condition and that of the maidens 
around her. 

The consequence of these ill-judged regulations 
was that the Court of Clutha became almost as 
silent as the grave. Even musical instruments — 
with the exception of the fife and the drum, neces- 
sary for military and state occasions — were com- 
pletely banished from the precincts of the palace, 
to save the youthful Miranda from discovering what 
it was to be without a voice for singing or speaking. 

Under these circumstances it is not to be won- 
dered at that foreign courtiers found King Mur- 
doch's Court insufferably dull, especially as the 
lovely Princess, herself a prey to melancholy, spent 
the greater part of her time amid the wild moors 
and glens surrounding her father's castle, where at 
least she could uninterruptedly listen to the sounds 
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of Nature. The sweet singing, or startled calls of 
the various birds, the rippling and murmuring of 
the rushing waters, the ceaseless humming of the 
insects, the sighing of the wind among the leaves 
and branches of the trees — each and all she heard 
and learnt to love. 

Among the ambassadors referred to there was one 
representing a Prince, whose ardour could not be 
checked by the Princess's cruel misfortune. 

Some short time before the period of which we 
speak, the King and Queen of Clutha, accompanied 
by their daughter, paid a visit to the Queen's sister, 
a powerful Princess in Ireland. 

Left early a widow, Queen Hildegonda had long 
since forgotten all the softer charms of womanly 
nature. Forced, when hardly more than a girl her- 
self, to protect her infant son. Prince Eochy, the heir 
to his father's wide domains, from the continued 
assaults, not only of neighbouring chieftains, but also 
of rebellious -and usurping subjects, she had become 
a very amazon. By her wise and judicious regency, 
she had secured a peaceful rule for her son. But 
when the time came for him to take his rightful place, 
the proud mother could not bring herself to resign 
the reins of power. Eochy, as effeminate and weak 
as his mother was masculine and daring, willingly 
yielded to her the responsibilities of government, 
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and passed his life in idle poetical dreams and 
frivolous amusements. 

On Miranda's appearance, however, the susceptible 
Prince, as might have been expected, was captivated 
by his fair cousin's matchless beauty. In vain the 
maiden's parents bestowed upon Eochy their own 
approval. In vain the enamoured youth besought 
his mother to favour his suit. Hildegonda, inex- 
orable and unyielding, declared that no dumb Queen 
should ever reign in Cashel, and commanded her son 
to retire to a distant province until his relatives had 
departed. 

Murdoch and his spouse lost no time in quitting 
with their daughter these inhospitable shores. When 
they once more reached home, they were roused by 
Hildegonda's insulting behaviour to attempt still 
more earnestly to unravel the cruel mystery that 
bound the lips of their beautiful daughter. 

In the meantime the hapless Eochy utterly failed 
to make any deep impression on his cousin's heart. 
He languished in all the misery of unrequited love, 
and continually breathed forth his lamentations in 
cdes and poems such as this: — 

" What though I be King of the Emerald Isle, 

And my Court in its Castle with beauty be bright. 
To me it were brighter by far could the smile \ 

Of the one I remember but gladden my sight. 
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** Ah yes I I remember too faithfully yet 

That evening and all its enchantment to me, 
That silvery wreath I shall never forget, 

That star-spangled Maiden from over the sea, 

** I had gazed on the snow-mantled vale as it lay 
In the silence of morning all spotless and white. 
And I wished that unchanged the fair prospect would stay 
To delight me, no sunset, no evening, no night : 

** But the evening would come, and with evening a glow 
So rosy and glorious and delicate shone. 
Bright Phoebus, I vowed, must be wooing the snow. 
And I envied the sweet bridal blush he had won. 

'* 1 had gazed on the ocean so calm and serene. 

The breezes seemed hushed to be watching her sleep : 
I whispered, could mortal imagine a scene 
More sweet than the peacefully slumbering deep ? 

** But the sun shining forth, on a sudden there grew 

Such a change, every ripple seemed laughing and glad, 
Such a dazzling and glancing of golden and blue, 
I wondered it e'er could seem slumbering or sad, 

" Sweet, when T had met thee the charms were united, 
The snow of that morn of that evening the glow 
On thy cheek and thy brow, — Oh, I would they were plighted 
To me, as they were 'twixt the sun and the snow 1 

" And the laughter of ocean I saw in thine eyes, 

When a light from within had enkindled the flame, — 
How I wished I knew what might be worthy the prize 
Those fair joyous glances for ever to claim I 

*' Let them boast that the daughters of Erin are bright, ^ 
Let them sing their wild songs to the maids of Kildare ; 
I'll sing, and I'll sing till they own I am right. 
There's a maiden in Scotland, a maiden more fair 1" 

When Miranda received by special messengers 
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these and other similar effusions from the love-sick 
Eochy, she conjured up before her mind's eye the 
sandy locks, the unmeaning grey eyes, the ungraceful 
lounging figure, and the good-natured but facile 
countenance of the effeminate young Prince. She 
smiled to herself as she contrasted him with the ideal 
hero of her imagination, sprung from the well- 
remembered tales of the dark impetuous sea-kings 
of the north. 

About this time the King and Queen heard of and 
resolved to consult the oracle at Cumbrae for their 
afflicted daughter. They hoped to gain from the 
shrine of the far-famed lion some insight into her 
dark destiny. 

After they had offered the richest gifts, and per- 
sonally invoked its mysterious aid, the oracle re- 
turned the following enigmatical answer to their 
prayers, nor could the utmost entreaties gain from 
it any further explanation : — 


«< 


«( 


The Eagle that soared o*er Kyle Akin's swift strait, 
Hath wooed and hath won the soft dove for his mate ; 
Affliction hath wearied affection to rest, 
And cold is the heart in that mother's fond breast. 

The strange freaks of fate in one web have entwined, 
What the Eaglet and maiden alone can unbind ; 
By chequered adventure, and music's soft thrill. 
The compass shall aid in deliverance from ill. 
Arise and speed northward, the prophet hath spoken, 
Miranda's long silence by love shall be broken." 
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Enquiries were at once set on foot regarding the 
mysterious "Eaglet" mentioned by the oracle. It 
was discovered that a certain Enchanter of the 
north named Eudaemon, was sometimes called "the 
Tamer of the Golden Eagle/' and was indeed 
by some supposed to have been reared in an eagle's 
nest The hopes of the afflicted parents rose high 
as they listened to the woi\drous tales told of the 
great Enchanter's power. 

A gorgeous galley was forthwith prepared wherein 
the King and Queen with their daughter embarked, 
taking with them but a slender retinue, for It was 
rumoured that the wise man lived secluded from 
his fellows, and would not brook intrusion. A 
small flotilla to protect and watch over the royal 
vessel received orders to hover near, but on no 
account to come within sight of the wizard's castle, 
for fear of exciting his displeasure. 

The voyage was long and perilous. Autumn had 
already far advanced. Equinoctial gales lashed 
the western sea into swelling billows, so that after 
struggling with difficulty up the stormy sounds of 
Mull and Sleat, the galley containing the Princess 
and her parents, at length became separated from 
all her convoys and stranded on the western coast 
of Raasay. The King, Queen, and Princess barely 
escaped with their lives ; their attendants also were 
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saved, but the choice treasures intended to propitiate 
the Enchanter were carried by mermaidens as spoil 
to the palace of the sea gods. 

Drenched and perishing with cold, the unfortunate 
voyagers were rescued from the bleak shore, and 
hospitably entertained by the poor islanders, who 
little imagined that in these storm-beaten mariners 
they beheld the great King Murdoch, the wise Queen 
Margaret, and the unfortunate Princess Miranda. 

It is true that the Queen, with that prudence and 
forethought which occasionally guided her smaller 
actions, had caused her chief dresser to sew their 
three second-best Crowns inlo a small package 
which was still attached to her belt and concealed 
by her dress, but with this exception (which seemed 
of little practical use), nothing remained to mark 
the exalted station of the ro}*al wanderers. 

Great, however, was their satisfaction to find that 
they were shipwrecked on the >'try island where 
the Enchanter of the North had his lonely abode. 
They made many enquiries concerning him, and 
heard that his actions were beneficent, and his cures 
almost certain. They were, nevertheless, warned by 
the islanders that nothing more excited his indigna- 
tion than the presence of many people at his gate. 
He had, indeed, been known to refuse aid alto- 
gether to their comrades, who, from superstition or 
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folly, had gone in numbers to beset the Castle 
entrance. 

It was now therefore customary among these simple 
yet considerate people, to convoy the suppliant within 
a short distance of Castle Brochel. They then re- 
mained waiting on the hill above, while their fellow 
descended and returned. So universal had this prac- 
tice become, that a small shieling was gradually 
thrown together stone upon stone by islanders 
waiting on different occasions for some friend be- 
low ; exposed for the time being to all the in- 
clemency of that most variable climate. 

Here then the King and Queen waited while their 
beloved daughter (bearing with her the white and 
silver tablets by means of which she was wont to 
communicate with others) was told to present herself 
at the wicket-gate of the Castle. She was moreover 
given money wherewith to propitiate the much- 
dreaded Donald — the stern one-eyed guardian of the 
Enchanter's abode. 

It was one of those days in early November when 
the exquisite " Indian summer " sometimes casts a 
perfect halo of beauty over the "soft" north- 
western atmosphere of Scotland. The little group 
paused on the eminence immediately command- 
ing the tall gaunt building below. In reality, the 
Castle top was above them ; but to gain access to 
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its portals, it was necessary to descend to a consider- 
able depth, and then remount by a narrow cause- 
way to its frowning door. 

The afternoon sun gilded the turrets with golden 
radiance, beyond slumbered the blue rippling waters, 
Calm and treacherous, giving no sign of their cruel 
strength. Far in the distance like faint clouds, lay 
the curving outline of the Highland hills, tipped with 
snow, and dimly visible as they blushed pink in the 
parting rays of the monarch of day. 

The last farewell spoken, and the afflicted child 
tenderly pressed to her parents* hearts; the gentle 
Miranda, with slow footstep, descended the fateful 
path. 

In the meantime Eudaemon, by his consultations 
with the stars (an art partly taught him by his 
mother, who had carried away for her child, when 
she escaped from Valbiorn's terrible dwelling, strange 
manuscripts of astrological and magic lore), had be- 
come aware of the impending visit of a being 
whose fate was mysteriously connected with his 
own. 

He was absorbed in abstruse calculations when 
Luachan, suddenly pricking up his ears, and im- 
patiently scratching at the door, gave notice that 
some stranger approached the castle. On his master's 
unfastening the latch, the fleet animal made one 
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bound, and disappeared down the narrow staircase, 
while the magician heard old , Donald's querulous 
quavering tones raised high, as if to refuse admit- 
tance. Quick as thought Eudaemon sprang lightly 
after his dog, and entered the hall, where an astonish- 
ing sight greeted his bewildered eyes. 

A maiden of surpassing beauty had evidently 
made her way into the Castle when the seneschal 
was off his guard. She now stood irresolute in the 
centre of the apartment Luachan, contrary to 
immemorial custom (for, as a rule, he was surly to 
strangers), gambolled around the beautiful unknown 
with extravagant gestures of affectionate welcome, 
while the one-eyed Donald, shaking in his hoary 
wrath, poured forth an incomprehensible flood of 
Celtic indignation. 

Eudaemon rushed forward, and signed to the old 
man to hold his peace, then turning to his fair 
visitant, he gently asked her will. Miranda, amazed 
to behold in the dreaded Enchanter no ancient, 
withered seer, no venerable prophet, as she had 
anticipated, but the dark-haired ideal of her wild 
dreams about the sea kings of the north, remained 
rooted to the spot, ashamed of her wilful intrusion 
and covered with burning blushes. 

Eudaemon gazed, like one entranced, on his mys- 
terious guest. Her long golden tresses, and her 
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exquisite beauty of feature and form, startled the 
recluse of the rock. At first he almost imagined 
her to be of angelic extraction ; but her unmistake- 
able confusion betrayed mortal birth, and in bolder 
tones the -Enchanter again requested her to make 
known her wishes. 

The Princess, seized with sudden terror, looked 
towards the door by which she had entered, but it 
was closed, and Donald stood before it, glaring at 
her angrily with his solitary orb. In her distress 
her hand involuntarily sought the tablets, where 
she now remembered that she herself had written 
the following explanatory lines, during her long 
and tedious journey from the south. With a 
bashful half-smile, therefore, she unclasped the 
ivory pages from her side, and timidly handed 
them to the Magician, who there beheld inscribed 
these lines. 

"Hearken mighty seer, Eudsemon, 
Tamer of the golden Eagle, 
Aquila the golden Eagle, 
Hearken, merciful Eudsemon, 
Measurer of the raging tempest, 
Of the unseen raging tempest. 
Hearken to a lowland maiden. 
To the silent maid Miranda 
To the sad Princess Miranda. 

" I am come from Clutha's waters^ 
From its distant tranquil waters, 
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Wbioe tfaxoi^ii cfaangbig isles of sonshiiie^ 
Looms tbe ocean, where the west wind 
Rnstles through the matted foliage. 
Or, with a delidoos shiver. 
Sweeps ako^ the silver beedies^ 
I am come to sea-girt Raasaj, 
To the wa;ve>-washed island Raasay, 
To the stfKm-swept, m^ed Raasa j, 
I have bnyed Kintyre's wild lu»aHIanHtt — 
Brared its mountain-rising biUows^ 
Biaved daric Cory-Vreckan's whirlpool. 
Braved the fortress of Artomish, 
Braved the &bled Ardnamnrcfaan, 
Ship-engulfing Ardnamorchan, 
Braved the blasts from Scnir-na-gillean, 
Bat to plead with thee for saccoor. 
Aid against the fell enchantment. 
Terrible unknown enchantment. 
Which hath bound my lips to silence — 
Gloomy unresponsive silence. 
Maidens' mouths were made for singing^ 
Song and laughter are their sunshine ; 
Cheering thus the world around them. 
Wakening mirth with voice melodious. 
Pity, then ! oh, great Enchanter ! 
Pity the poor spell-bound Princess, 
Silent, sorrowful, dumb maiden. 
And with pity give assistance. 
Read the tale she cannot tell thee, 
Charm the woes no sighs can cure." 

Eudaemon perused the tablets with eager attention 
more than once, then, turning a keen, piercing eye on 
Miranda, he exclaimed. 

** Princess ! I do pot now hear of your misfortune 
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for the first time. I knew that you and your parents 
were in search of me and of my castle. During my 
researches and observations I have discovered that 
the conjunction of stars at your birth left one un- 
favourable moment. This was taken advantage of 
by Valbiorn to avenge upon your innocent lips a 
grudge he owed to your father, having been, in days 
gone by, an unsuccessful suitor for your mother's 
hand. 

"By much careful study of the heavens I have 
ascertained that the enchantment can only be dis- 
solved by my aid and that under very difficult con- 
ditions. Rest assured, however, that no effort on my 
part shall be wanting to set you free. But," con- 
tinued Eudaemon, bending low before Miranda, 
**will your parents consent to remain under my 
humble roof a while, since what we must go 
through together will take days, if not weeks, to 
accomplish } " 

The Princess joyfully clasped her hands, and while 
tears of joy ran down her fair cheeks at the prospect 
of deliverance, she inclined her head over and over 
again, to intimate that her parents would thank- 
fully accept Eudaemon's welcome invitation. 

The Enchanter now offered his hand to Miranda, 
and while Luachan testified his delight by bounding 
around them, led her through the Castle gate and 
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accompanied her in search of the King and Queen. 
With all the unreasonableness of human nature, 
these potentates advancing to meet them, half ex- 
pected to hear their daughter already speaking. 
They graciously accosted Eudaemon, however, and 
anxiously listened to his explanations. 

It was finally arranged that the Queen and her 
daughter, with their solitary waiting-maid, (much to 
Donald's disgust), should be installed in a part of 
the Castle now never used, but where were still 
to be seen, when the doors were unlocked, the last 
traces of the gentle Bragela's feminine occupations- 
The islanders cheerfully lent what aid they could, 
and King Murdoch with his attendant was perma- 
nently fixed in the small shieling on the hill. It 
was impossible to accommodate him in the Castle, 
for though lofty, its proportions were narrow and 
cramped. Except to sleep therefore he very seldom 
left the precincts of Eudaemon's dwelling. 

For several days and nights the Enchanter shut 
himself up alone in his high turret^ examining 
dusty old volumes, and reading the heavens, by the 
aid of an instrument he himself had constructed. 
At the end of that time he emerged from his 
solitary chamber, descending with eager rapid step 
to join his guests at their evening meal. He 
bore under his arm a small box and a piece of 
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board roughly marked in squares of two colours. 
His dark features wore an expression of anxious 
excitement 

No sooner had the last traces of the repast been 
cleared away than Eudaemon placed his board upon 
the table. Opening the box he then displayed 
to the Princess's delighted gaze a number of little 
men of various sizes and shapes. These were in 
fact neither more nor less than a set of chessmen 
which he had laboriously carved in wood with his 
own hands, and stained in two different colours, 
having ascertained the mode of using them from the 
careful study of ancient manuscripts. 

Long before the Princess Miranda appeared in 
Raasay, Eudaemon had known and pondered over 
the mystic answer returned to her parents by the 
Cumbrae oracle. He diligently sought among his 
mother's ancient volumes of magic lore for some 
solution of the phrase "chequered adventure." At 
length he came upon the description of the ancient 
game of chess illustrated by rough drawings. 

His attention was at once arrested by discovering 
that this game must be played upon a "chequered" 
board. After careful research he finally resolved to 
make the trial. It took him, however, a considerable 
time to fashion the various pieces from the old pic- 
tures he possessed. 
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The Princess, her countenance lit up with curiosity 
and interest, was soon seated at the little table 
opposite the Enchanter. Several evenings, were 
spent in teaching her the various moves of the 
different pieces, and explaining to her the rules of 
the game. 

Eudaemon was fully aware that only one hour dur- 
ing the twenty-four was available for the purpose 
of disenchantment. 

Some evenings later the King and Queen, already 
grown somewhat sleepy, nodded drowsily in their 
chairs. The faithful Luachan lay between his master 
and the fair young guest, whose bright eyes gleamed 
with unwonted animation. Then the dark Enchanter 
arising from his seat trimmed the torch above their 
heads, and prepared, at midnight, to play in earnest 
the mystic game, so fraught with meaning to the 
afflicted Princess. 

Miranda sat in an old-fashioned chair of curiously 
carved wood. Her white dress and her fair tresses 
reflected the flickering light, thus giving some bright- 
ness to the lofty hall, whose gloomy proportions 
were but partially revealed by the blazing fire and 
the fitful glare of the torch. The most profound 
silence reigned in the chamber, only broken by the 
cheerful crackling of the firewood or an occasional 
snore from the slumbering King. 
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Fully instructed in the moves by Eudaemon 
during the previous nights, the Princess and the 
Enchanter played an interesting game. He had cast 
aside his long upper robe of black velvet and showed 
the tightly fitting red under-suit which set off his 
active form to greatest advantage. He placed himself 
on a somewhat ricketty **creepie," for the unwonted 
number of guests had used up all his available chairs. 
As he bent eagerly forward the ruddy light fell on 
his swarthy face, and his small closely cropped, 
though curly black head. His burning eyes fixed 
alternately on the game, and on his silent opponent, 
seemed to pierce through all they surveyed. 

The hour wore on, they exchanged several pieces. 
Eudaemon then moving a bishop, placed his antago- 
nist's king in "check." He uttered the prophetic 
word. Miranda, thoroughly absorbed, took up her 
King, and was about to place him within range of 
her enemy's Queen. The Enchanter gently mo- 
tioned her hand aside, pointing to his own piece in 
explanation. 

At this moment Miranda broke into such silvery 
peals of laughter, that Luachan, affrighted, sprang 
barking from his resting place; Eudaemon in his sur- 
prise and delight moved suddenly and upset the whole 
board incontinently on the floor, ruining the game^ 
Queen Margaret starting up, rushed across the hall. 
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She first held her child at arm's length as if to examine 
into and convince herself of her identity, then clasp- 
ing her tightly to her heart, shed tears of gladness 
over her laughing daughter. It was indeed evident 
that the "chequered adventure" had fulfilled its 
mission, and broken the first link in the silent 
Miranda's chain of enchantment. 

The excited parents knew not how to express their 
feelings of gratitude, but listened in wondering aston- 
ishment to Miranda's ringing peals of laughter, as, 
enraptured with her newly gained accomplishment, 
she danced round the hall, accompanied by Luachan, 
who vied with her in gambols of ecstatic joy. Eu- 
daemon had never before beheld anything more grace- 
ful than the young Princess appeared to him in all 
her unconscious beauty of movement. 

Inspired by a sudden desire to emulate and join 
in her mirthful steps, he stretched forth his hand as 
she passed him ; she swiftly caught it, and drew 
him merrily on ; thus maid, master, and dog 
together paced a wild impromptu measure of 
delight. 

Donald, hastening in to ascertain the cause of this 
unusual commotion, gazed around, rubbed" his soli- 
tary eye, and looked again and again. Where was 
the gloomy Eudaemon, the dreaded Enchanter of the 
North ? The youth heretofore so staid and reserved 
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now flushed and laughing, pirouetted round the be- 
wildered old man with the smiling maiden. Together 
they clapped their hands at his amazement. 

But now the Queen, with the dignity of manner 
that she well knew how to assume, bade her daughter 
remember who and what she was. Forgetting her 
late gratitude to their benefactor, she swept haughtily 
from the apartment, followed by her husband and 
her unwilling child. Miranda's pleading eyes, how- 
ever, gave Eudaemon the thanks he most cared to 
receive, and entirely obliterated from his mind all 
thought of resentment against her uncertain parents. 
At the same time he determined to take no further 
steps until the King and Queen themselves again 
spoke of their daughter's affliction. 

Several days elapsed. The character of the Castle 
was completely changed. The hitherto hermit like 
Eudaemon felt impelled to try and elicit again those 
silvery peals of laughter that rang on his ear with 
such a curious thrill of pleasure. Nor was he un- 
successful in his efforts. Again and again the old 
walls re-echoed with the welcome sound. The En- 
chanter himself felt once more a boy as he played 
long games of chess with Miranda, or pointed out 
to her his numerous pets and their diverse habits. 
The Princess, however, was admonished to keep 
carefully within her mother s sight ; she wast herefore 


232 EUDjEMON: 


unable to scramble with him as he wished among the 
wild hills and cliffs around. 

But the time flew swiftly by, and at length one 
morning the King and Queen craved an audience of 
their young host. Laying aside all traces of their 
late assumption of majesty they humbly entreated 
him to strive to work out still farther their daughter's 
cure. 

Eudaemon listened in silence, fixing on them his 
piercing dark eye, until they moved uneasily beneath 
his searching glance. " I am esteemed worthy to 
aid in your child's disenchantment," he answered 
sternly, "but am too much beneath her in your 
eyes to tread with her the mazy measures of the 
dance, or to join in her everyday pursuits." 

King Murdoch and his wife eagerly disclaimed 
any idea of making so ungenerous a return for his 
kindness. At length Eudaemon (who completely saw 
through their shallow minds, and only spoke to 
obtain more freedom for their daughter) promised to 
continue his lucubrations. 

That evening for the first time since her death, 
he drew from a deep recess the dust-covered harp 
that had once quivered in responsive melody be- 
neath the musical touch of his fair young mother. 
Miranda and the Queen curiously examined the quaint 
instrument, and helped to disentangle and divest it of 
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its broken strings. Eudaemon, who had often studied 
its mechanism, brought forth new strings he himself 
had manufactured, and showed Miranda where and 
how they should be placed. 

Several evenings passed in putting the harp to 
rights, then the Princess under Eudaemon's magical 
tuition strove to place aright upon it her slender 
fingers. Morning, noon, and night Miranda strove 
to play the melodies that ever floated before her 
mind's eye as sung to her by Eudaemon, who placed 
beside her scrolls, on which the words of the songs 
were written out. 

One of them ran thus : 

Thou speak'st of to-morrow, yet seemest to sigh, 
And something there gleams like a tear in thine eye, 
But though the sweet days of our converse are o'er, 
The friendship that binds us shall cease nevermore. 

When music entrancing shall steal on thine ear, 
And songs shall be sung thee thou lovest to hear. 
Oh, may one wild note of my harp seem to thrill, 
And recall to thee one who remembers thee still. 

And ever amid the dark shadows of life, 
When faint from the battle or weary with strife, 
Ah I then shall arise like the sun through a shower, 
The remembrance of all we have felt in this hour. 

When moonlight around thee shall flood the pale sea, 
May thoughts of the north come like visions to thee, 
And remind thee of hours when we once used to stray, 
By the ocean's dark verge at the close of the day. 
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Roll onwards, roll onwards, thou swift flowing ClydCn 
Yet may our loved friends ne'er resemble thy tide, 
But changeless and steadfast look back through long years, 
To the parting that left us in silence and tears. 

This song, which Eudaemon had himself composed, 
and set to an old tune, was an especial favourite of 
Miranda's. She made the Enchanter sing it over 
again and again ; though, strange to say, the master 
who taught her fair hands to stray over the harp» 
could not himself draw one sound from its capricious 
chords. The Princess, however, soon became enabled 
to accompany all his songs^ every day she learnt 
some new, and to her more entrancing, melody. For 
it will be remembered that her parents had hitherto, 
through mistaken affection, carefully kept all music 
from her knowledge. 

The black and gold harp, which Eudaemon and 
Miranda had together tuned and restored, formed a 
beautiful contrast to the white flowing robes and the 
fair arms of the young Princess. Her long tresses 
bound only by the pale blue snood of the Scottish 
maiden, waved around her. As she raised her 
eyes to watch every motion of Eudaemon's mouth, 
she gave one the idea of an inspired being, from whose 
very finger-tips emanated the soul of melody. Thus 
they often sat late into the night, drinking in sweet 
sounds, and poring together over poor Bragela's old 
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manuscripts. Meanwhile Mirandas parents, closely 
guarding as they thought their precious daughter, 
hardly suspected that, while engaged in finding a 
tongue, she might hopelessly lose her heart. 

At last, one evening Eudaemon for the hundredth 
time sang again that verse beginning 

When music entrancing shall steal on thine ear. 

Just as he reached the end, Miranda suddenly, as if 
by an irresistible impulse, opened her lips. With 
wonderful pathos, and in a voice which seemed to 
the young man the sweetest that could sound on 
earth, she finished the line : — 

Recall to thee one who remembers thee stilL 

Amazed at her own daring, and astonished by her 
unwonted power, the fair songstress started blushing 
from her seat. In an uncontrollable burst of emo- 
tion she rushed weeping from the chamber. Queen 
Margaret, unable to believe it was her dumb child's 
voice she had heard give utterance to such melo- 
diously thrilling notes, rose also from her chair, and 
cast an eager inquiring glance upon Eudaemon. 
Himself overcome with emotion, the Enchanter did 
not trust his voice to speak, but merely bowed his 
head ; then, filled with yearning sympathy for the 
strangely-afflicted Princess, he opened the outer door 
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of the hall, and hastily stepped forth on to the tur- 
reted court that overhung the shore. 

It was a night of exquisite beauty — the water, calm 
as a mirror, stretched its dark amplitude between the 
solitary watcher and the far mainland of the Ross- 
shire hills. Orion, in all his resplendent grandeur, 
sparkled before him, and seemed in silent majesty to 
rebuke the feverish turbulence of the Enchanter's too 
human heart. High and cold above his head the 
silver crescent moon travelled dreamily across the 
vaulted heaven, and, as if to remind Eudaemon of her 
presence, cast her glittering likeness into the deep 
ocean's embrace, far below his feet. One by one, in 
gentle crashing cadence, the tiny wavelets broke be- 
neath the Castle wall. 

Insensibly soothed and quieted by nature's won- 
drous charm, the philosopher leant his burning head 
upon his hands, and absently gazed seawards. 

Suddenly the casement above was thrown violently 
open, and Queen Margaret, in terror-stricken accents, 
besought his speedy aid. 

He re-entered the hall. It was empty and deso- 
late, the torch was extinguished, the fire flickered 
low upon the hearth. He heard a confused murmur 
of voices, and recognised Luachan's muffled howl of 
distress in the distance. 
. Following the sounds, he hastened up the narrow 
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stair, and found a sorrowful group at the door of the 
room set apart for the Queen and her daughter. 
Pressing past Murdoch and Donald, and angrily 
motioning to Luachan to be silent, the Enchanter 
himself uttered a cry of anguish as his eye fell upon 
Miranda's death-like form. Stretched upon the rude 
bed, with her dishevelled tresses tangled around her 
pale face, on which were still the traces of tears, the 
poor Princess looked as if she had for ever closed her 
eyes to mortal scenes. 

On Eudaemon*s entrance, the unhappy mother 
rushed towards him, exclaiming, "Save her, save 
her ! restore our darling ; all shall be as you wish, if 
but you bring her back to life ! " A deep red flush 
mounted to the Enchanter's very temples as the 
Queen, fervently pressing his hand, whispered these 
words, fraught with so much meaning, into his willing 
ear. But he needed no promised guerdon to urge 
him to his labour of love. 

Kneeling beside the low couch, he vainly chafed 
Miranda*s ice-cold hands. He listened over her heart 
— not even the feeblest flutter rewarded his strained 
attention. He placed a tiny polished tablet over 
her parted lips ; its surface remained clear and un- 
sullied by mortal breath. A sudden thought struck 
terror to his soul. He turned a keen glance on the 
mother's face ; her eye fell before his ; a guilty blush 
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suffused her cheek. *' You have forgotten my earnest 
charge," he cried, "and now it may be too late to 
save your child." 

At this moment the magic cock was heard 
through the open casement crowing loudly in the 
castle yard. Eudaemon flew to the window and 
anxiously peered into the night. Right above his 
head, and threateningly suspended directly over the 
Castle, was a meteor of unwonted size and brilliancy. 
He fell on his knees where he stood, and stretching" 
forth his arms silently implored Heavenly protection 
against the powers of evil. Again and again the ball 
of fire grew lurid and glowing, as though it were 
about to descend and bury them beneath burning 
ruins, but each time Chanticleer's warning voice 
sounded cheerfully near at hand, and at length the 
red globe, with a loud hissing noise, fell prone and 
harmless into the dark ocean depths. 

Relieved from the pressing danger without, Eudae- 
mon now turned to the sorrow within. 

Since the appearance of the Royal wanderers 
upon the island, he had held many private conversa- 
tions with the Queen concerning her daughter's 
disenchantment. 

. The anxious mother over and over again in- 
formed him that the dearest object of their heart, 
in seeking to free their child from the spell 
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which bound her, was that Miranda should be 
united in marriage with some powerful monarch, who 
would aid her, in due time, to rule over her own 
somewhat troublous kingdom of Clutha. 

She little knew that Eudaemon was intimately 
acquainted with their past history, nor did she sus- 
pect that he was aware of the vow made by herself 
and King Murdoch in bygone days. Wearied by 
vain endeavours to accomplish their daughter's dis- 
enchantment, they had then solemnly bound them- 
selves by an oath to bestow Miranda's hand on the 
man who should succeed in releasing her spell-bound 
voice. 

During the long years which Lad elapsed since 
Bragela's death, Valbiorn's hard heart had gradually 
softened towards her only child. He knew of the 
promised reward. From afar he watched with keen 
suspicion the movements of the King and Queen. 
He foresaw that Eudaemon would love Miranda, if 
fate brought them together. For his sake he re- 
solved to help the Princess, but, at the same time, 
he determined that the gift of speech should only 
be restoi:ed to render her a more fitting bride for 
his son. 

When, therefore, the young Enchanter retired to 
Ills turret chamber, he often held secret interviews 
with his dread father, and succeeded in gaining a 


240 EUD^MON: 


pledge of assistance from Valbiorn. But Eudaemon 
feared that if his vindictive parent once suspected 
Queen Margaret's intentions, he would not only- 
refuse his aid altogether, but would become her 
deadliest foe. 

Before the King and Queen set sail for the High- 
lands^ she had resolved that their solemn oath should 
be buried in oblivion. She satisfied her conscience 
by lading their ship with precious gifts destined for 
the propitiation of the Enchanter. 

Had Eudaemon been the ancient prophet she 
thought he was, he would probably have accepted 
golden rewards with delight. The treasures, how- 
ever, never reached the island ; they were engulfed in 
the stormy ocean. 

As soon as Miranda's mother saw Eudaemon, she 
perceived that his deep interest in her fair daughter 
might be turned to good account. She persuaded 
her husband to leave the matter in her hands, priding 
herself upon her powers of negociation. 

Feeling instinctively the young man's innate deli- 
cacy of mind, the wily Queen took good care to 
enlist his sympathies for her afflicted child. At the 
same time she continually alluded to Miranda's ex- 
alted station, tacitly ignoring the possibility of a 
suitor for her hand whose pretensions were less than 
royal. 
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Eudaemon was wont to listen to her words with 
respectful courtesy, though occasionally his skill in 
necromancy stood him but in poor stead, when 
his rebel heart sent a crimson glow over his dark 
features. Still he invariably replied in measured 
tones that his own desires perfectly coincided with 
those of the maiden's parents ; that his chief wish 
was to promote the welfare and happiness of the 
young Princess, and to render her any assistance in 
his power. 

Latterly, however, during the long hours spent at 
chess, in rambling about the Castle and its precincts, 
or in singing and playing over the harp, the good 
Queen's heart misgave her, and she took the some- 
what bold step of directly warning her benefactor and 
host against engaging her daughter's affections. 

Notwithstanding his powers of self-control, Eudae- 
mon had to pause a moment and curb the hasty 
impulse of anger, ere he answered m low, husky tones, 

" Madam, for your child's sake, I have embarked 
upon the perilous undertaking of striving to free her 
from the well-woven spell which for nineteen long 
years has bound her lips to silence, and cast a blight 
over her young life. 

" The Princess Miranda's happiness is at stake. I 
persevere, therefore, in my endeavours to aid her. 
Absorbed, however, in a struggle to the death with 
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the dread powers of darkness, I have now little time 
to regard her in any other light but that of the ill- 
fated victim of enchantment I will, nevertheless, 
warn you that your child is innocence itself. Her 
spirit must inevitably be sorely tried during coming 
events, and very little more might serve to unhinge 
her mind. Take heed, therefore, that you suffer no 
word of what has passed between us to reach her 
unsuspecting ears. 

" I have no desire to interfere with the brilliant 
destiny you have mapped out for your daughter, 
or to tempt her to disobey her parents. 

"But though you ignore the vow you took upon 
yourself in less hopeful days, it is remembered by 
one who never forgets. Within and around this 
Castle exists an invisible agency ; nor can what passes 
here be kept from the knowledge of a mightier power 
than mine. 

" More I dare not say. I have no wish to stand 
before you as a suppliant. For the present, I pray 
you only to remember that you are my honoured 
guests, and that my time and my thoughts are alike 
devoted to your service." 

As he spoke, the excited and wounded Enchanter 
drew himself to his full height. Indignant lightning 
flashed from his eyes, controlled passion vibrated 
in his voice. 
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The Queen, frightened and conscience-stricken, 
gazed bewildered upon Eudaemon, as, with an abrupt 
reverence, he turned and quitted her presence. For 
many hours he disappeared from the neighbourhood 
of the Castle, and several days elapsed before he 
regained his wonted equanimity of bearing. 

On this eventful night, therefore, the young Seer 
heard with mingled feelings the terrified mother's 
significant words. But there was now no time for 
further explanation. When the threatened attack 
from without had been warded off, the Enchanter 
turned from the turret window and exclaimed, 
" Avi^ay with you all ; you must quit this chamber 
and leave me alone with the maiden and her mother, 
if it be not already too late to attempt to restore her 
ebbing life." 

Thereupon he strode to the threshold, and assuming 
an air of majesty they had never before remarked, he 
waved them in silence from the apartment. 

No sooner had they all quitted the room, than 
Eudaemon drew the bolt across the door, and ap- 
proaching the Queen, who hung weeping over her 
lifeless daughter, he thus sternly addressed her : — 

"You have neglected my warning, and by your 
heedless words have awakened a fresh struggle 
in the breast of this sorely tried child. There 
remains but one chance of recalling her gentle spirit 
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from the Valley of the Shadow of Death. But 
be assured, proud Queen, that though, for the sake 
of the Princess herself, I now lay bare before you the 
inmost secret of my heart ; yet she shall never know, 
until she hears the truth from your lips, that for her 
alone that heart shall beat through time and through 
eternity." 

So saying, the young Enchanter drew near Mi- 
randa's prostrate form. He threw himself on the 
floor beside her couch, and seizing her resistless 
hands, wildly pressed them in his own. Tenderly 
and reverently he addressed the insensible maiden 
in tones and words of fondest endearment. For long 
it seemed as though even the electric thrill of mortal 
love was powerless against the magic swoon into 
which the Princess had fallen on hearing for the 
first time her mother's strange accusing words. 

At last Eudaemon (who held her hand in his as he 
fervently prayed for her restoration to life) fancied 
he perceived a feeble movement He arose, and 
earnestly imprinting on his memory those features so 
sacred to him in their helpless repose, he retired to 
the window and there continued his prayer. 

Meanwhile Miranda, quivering back to conscious- 
ness, imagined she heard a familiar voice addressing 
her in the wild tones of a passionate love hitherto 
unknown. A strange new pain shot into her inno- 


OR THE ENCHANTER OF THE NORTH. 245 

cent soul, and awoke her once more to play her part 
in this world's theatre. 

She slowly opened her eyes, and looked around. 
By the light of the feeble lamp she gradually became 
aware of Eudaemon's presence, as he knelt near the 
open casement, through which faintly glimmered 
the first signs of approaching dawn. She stirred 
uneasily on her couch. The Enchanter arose from his 
answered prayer. Stepping across the chamber, he 
opened the door to the impatient watchers without 
Before Queen Margaret could recover from her 
astonishment, or could indeed realize that her child 
was safe, Eudaemon was gone. He went out 
silently as the others entered. Calling Luachan, he 
departed thence with his faithful dog, to seek amid 
the solitudes of nature that peace which at pre* 
sent was denied him by his wildly throbbing 
bosom. 

Many days elapsed before the Princess, shaken and 
confused by all she had gone through, again de- 
scended the stairs and approached once more the 
fated harp. From the moment in which her feelings 
had found vent in song, and escaping from the hall 
she had sought relief from tears in her lonely 
chamber, all seemed like a dream. Her mother's 
reproaches on discovering her strange agitation, her 
deep swoon, and the words she thought she had heard 
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as fhe woke, each and all were regarded by her as 
the creatures of her own too vivid imagination. 

Queen Margaret, already forgetting her renewed 
promises, and fondly caressing her child, never 
recurred to the past The Enchanter, entering as 
before with energy into all that concerned Miranda's 
interests, looked and moved to the awe-struck eyes 
of the sin^ple Princess an exalted being, free from 
the weaknesses or restless anxieties of mortal love. 

Miranda's new power gave them all exquisite plea- 
sure. She herself found rich stores of unimagined 
delight, as she poured forth her growing aspirations 
in floods of song. Strange to say, it was in singing 
alone that she gave utterance to her feelings. No 
spoken word as yet could pass the enchanted barrier 
of her lips. 

A visible cloud sat upon Eudaemon*s swarthy brow. 
He foresaw that Miranda's disenchantment could 
only be accomplished amid real dangers and diffi- 
culties, and his heart misgave him as he realized 
the faint trust that could be placed in the ready 
promises of the Queen. 

Day after day elapsed without further adventure, 
no allusion was made to the remarkable words 
that had fallen from Miranda's mother when she 
was overwhelmed by the immediate danger of her 
child. 
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At length, one evening, after Miranda had retired 
ivcary to her couch, the young Seer set forth to her 
parents the only course to be pursued, if the Princess 
were ever to obtain the power of speech. 

He explained to them that far away, in the 
mysterious halls of Thuisto, there existed a won- 
drous compass, with which Miranda's fate was 
closely connected. He told them, moreover, that 
with the aid of magic he could introduce himself, 
the Princess, and her mother into the weird abode 
of the sea-kings. 

But to do this, and to escape in safety, silence 
and obedience were imperatively necessary. Before 
venturing on so serious a risk, he therefore solemnly 
entreated the Queen sooner to rest content with the 
partial disenchantment of her daughter, and to quit 
in peace his lonely abode, than to enter lightly upon 
this grave adventure. For when once within the 
enchanted precincts of Thuisto, if they transgressed 
ever so slightly, the rules laid down for their ob- 
servance, they would draw down, not only upon 
himself — for which he little cared — but perchance 
upon Miranda, the fatal vengeance of the ever- 
watchful guardians of those submarine palaces. 

Again and again the eager mother promised, nay, 
even swore to obey his strict injunctions, urging 
him to make the attempt. At last, with heavy 
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foreboding, Eudaemon prepared to encounter the 
dangers of the coming expedition. 

Miranda was told of thai projected scheme. The 
Enchanter explained to her that in the submerged 
vaults of Thuisto she would probably first find the 
use of her voice in speech. He warned her, however, 
that she must endeavour to speak only when he 
bade her, and Queen Margaret was once more 
pledged to maintain strict silence. 

The eventful night arrived. The poor forsaken king 
and the disconsolate dog Luachan (too intelligent to 
move from the shore where his beloved master bade 
him remain and guard the stranger), together strained 
their eyes from the wild beach below Castle Brochel, 
as the little boat containing the travellers became 
a faint speck on the starlit sea. 

Eudaimon and the one-eyed Donald rowed their 
precious burden quickly on, until reaching a barren 
rock, the Enchanter sprang lightly on shore ; carefully 
handing out Queen Margaret and her daughter, he 
then bade the old man row home to the Castle and 
return again for them at day-break. 

Hardly had the regular plash of Donald's retreat- 
ing oars died away, before they became conscious 
that they were gradually sinking through the ocean. 
The broad, flat surface on which they stood afforded 
them ample footing, and though they heard, on 
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either side, the swift rushing of the divided waters, 
not a drop touched them ; not an oscillation dis- 
turbed their balance, as, supported and cheered by 
Eudaemon's friendly whispers, and fast clinging 
together, mother and daughter descended through 
the sea to unknown regions, enveloped in a dark- 
ness that might be felt 

Mindful of her plighted word, the Queen uttered no 
sound, but she bore very heavily upon the young 
Enchanter's arm, keeping him in constant uneasiness. 
At length a blinding flash of light smote pn their 
dazzled eyes ; the downward motion ceased, and the 
stone on which they stood sank to its ^[esting-place 
with a loud clang. % 

As they became inured to the brightness, they 
beheld before, behind, around them on every side, 
as far as sight could reach, a vast labyrinth of 
arched and pillared cloisters, stretching into in- 
terminable distance, and lit by some mysteriously 
effulgent ray, which seemed to their bewildered gaze 
to proceed from the centre of a broader aisle, at one 
extremity of which they themselves stood. 

Eudaemon, motioning them to follow, trod slowly 
the echoing pavement, and advanced towards the 
distant focus of light. ♦ 

Now sounded forth music such as earthly ears have 
seldom heard. It was as if all the harmonies of 
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water's various movements swelled into one inde- 
scribable wave of translucent melody, that penetrated 
soul and body with its enervating power. Relaxed in 
every fibre by this weird influence, Eudaemon with 
difficulty urged forward his drooping comrades. Pre- 
pared, however, to resist to the utmost the charms of 
witchcraft, he drew forth his magic horn, and its 
reviving fragrance quickly restored energy to their 
unstrung frames. 

Their interest also was freshly aroused by ex- 
quisite statues, which, almost endued with life, and 
perfect in colouring, seemed to smile on them from 
either side as they proceeded. They reached the 
circle whence emanated the diverging rays of light 
Before them blazed a dazzling but empty throne. 
From its midst shone those awe-inspiring beams. 

Eudaemon uttered a low cry. There, beauteous 
as he remembered her in his boyhood's early days, 
but with a calm expression of perfect peace she had 
never worn during her child's lifetime, in a marble 
niche close beside the vacant seat, stood the lovely 
Bragela. Her long golden tresses rippled over her 
shoulders, her flowing robes half showed, half con- 
cealed her matchless shape, while her azure eyes, 
with their heavily-fringed lids, fell fixed and cold on 
the eager countenance of her son. 

A moment he paused, half expectant, dreaming 


OR THE ENCHANTER OF THE NORTH. 251 

that her loved spirit must awake and welcome 
him, but in that instant her last words flashed 
across his mind. He realized that Valbiorn's skill 
had only thus been able to immortalize the fair, 
soulless clay. He remembered once more why he 
had sought that dread abode, and he noted that 
Bragela's beautiful motionless hand pointed to a 
small amber pedestal, which at a few paces distant 
seemed to glow with lambent flame. 

He approached : upon its summit lay the object 
of his search, the magic compass of the sea-kings, 
potent to work weal or woe. Turning to Miranda, 
he gently drew her forward, and placed the timid 
maiden over against himself on the southern side 
of the mystic pillar. 

The whole of the magic compass quivered and 
shone with the appearance of red-hot metal, but 
Eudaemon whispered to the Princess that she must 
with a firm hand raise the needle from its place, and, 
turning towards the north, pronounce these words in 
an audible voice, 

"As points the faithful needle to the pole." 

Miranda stooped trembling over the flaming altar, 
but with gentle courage she took the fiery needle 
in her hand ; as she did so, she raised her eyes 
trustingly towards her guide, and moved a step 
nearer to him. 
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Here in the enchanted palace of his fathers, sur- 
rounded by mysterious influences, and excited by the 
anticipated victorv over Miranda's soell. the vouth 
for once forgot his careful self-command. He also 
advanced, and stretched out his eager hands to 
bound the needle's range. 

In a low musical tone the Princess pronounced 
the fateful words ; ere she finished, she leant in- 
sensibly forwards, and the needle almost touched 
the Enchanter's breast. Overcome with mingled 
emotions, Miranda, while she spoke, swayed visibly 
to and fro, and as if to support her, Eudaemon's arms 
fell on either side of her tottering figure. 

At this moment the Queen, terribly discomposed, 
and forgetting in her displeasure every solemn pro- 
mise she had made, rushed forward, loudly crying, 
" Misguided girl ! " but ere she could continue her 
sentence, a tremendous peal of thunder shook the 
ground beneath their feet, and vibrated around them. 
An intensely lurid ray of light darted athwart the 
heretofore empty throne. To Queen Margaret's un- 
speakable dread, she beheld indistinctly amid the 
dazzling beams an awful form enthroned in fire. A 
rushing noise filled her ears, she became insensible, 
and as she did so, she seemed to fall prone through 
interminable depths. 


OR THE ENCHANTER OF THE NORTH, 253 

It was long before she recovered her consciousness, 
but at last she was aroused by the sound of sweet 
singing, 

** I would I were a little bird, 

To build upon his breast. 
Or if I were a nightingale, 

To soothe my love to rest 
To gaze upon his tender eyes, 

All my reward should be, 
For I love, I love, I love my love. 

Because my love loves me.*' 

Opening her eyes with a shiver at the wild pathos 
of these tones, the Queen, by the chill bright light of 
the December sun, beheld her daughter, with Luachan 
beside her, seated on the beach of Raasay and twining 
pieces of damp sea-weed into her long hair. 

Queen Margaret raised herself from the ground, 
and drew her hand across her brow. What had 
happened ? 

She herself lay on the grass close to the sea-shore ; 
and near at hand Castle Brochel towered frowning 
into the morning sky. She called to her daughter. 
Miranda heeded not. 

But now the sound of oars was heard, one-eyed 
Donald roughly grated his boat on the shingle, and 
scrambling out, asked the Queen somewhat gruffly 
how she came there. 

Confused and distressed, she could give no satis- 
factory answer. Donald then recounted to her how 
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he had been rowing for hours round and round the 
spot where they had landed the previous night, 
unable to discover any trace of the large flat rock 
on which they had disembarked. At last in despair 
he had returned to ^he Island. 

When he observed Miranda and her mother on the 
shore he expected also to see Eudaemon near at hand. 
Disappointed in this hope, he now continued, pointing 
inland with his long, skinny finger. "I wadna say 
but the maister is in the Castle itsel*." 

At this moment, however, the Princess approached 
them, singing, sadly, 

** But should it please the pitying powers, 

To call him to the sky, 
ril plead a guardian angel's charge, 

Around my love to fly. 
To guard him from all danger, 

How happy I should be, 
For I love, I love, I love my love, 

Because my love loves me." 

As she sang, Luachan uttered a melancholy howl. 
The perplexed seneschal looked from one to another 
in silent amazement, then muttering to himself, " It's 
no unco canny for the beast to howl that gate," he 
hastened, as fast as his withered limbs would permit, 
up the Jteep ascent to the Castle gate. 

Meantime the Queen gazed fixedly on her daughter. 
What strange alteration had taken place in her be- 
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loved child ? Those gentle blue eyes, wont to rest so 
placidly on all they surveyed, now restlessly turned 
from side to side, and never looked her straight in the 
face. Her busy fingers plucked nervously at the wet 
garlands she carried on her arms, and her lips moved 
ceaselessly, though no audible sound came from them. 
"Miranda, my love," said the anxious mother, 
" how came we hither } " A look of unutterable 
woe troubled the maiden's face. She drew from her 
bosom a golden needle, and holding it towards the 
north, she exclaimed, 

** As points the feithful needle to the pole." 

Swinging the long slimy sea-weeds around her, she 
then suddenly gave a shrill laugh, and rushed up the 
castle hill, followed by Luachan, whose drooping 
ears and limp tail, seemed to the Queen's excited 
imagination prophetic of evil. 

Stiff and sore in every limb from her unusual 
exposure, Queen Margaret raised herself from the 
ground and toiled slowly up the steep ascent. 

Ere she reached the crest of the rocks upon which 
the Castle stood, the King came forth to meet her. 
In a terrible voice he cried — " What have you done 
to our child, to my darling Miranda.^" 

Thoroughly overcome with fatigue and misery, 
the poor Queen burst into tears, and Murdoch for- 
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getting for the moment all save his wife's uncon- 
trollable emotion, soothed her as best he could, and 
led her into the Castle hall. 

Here she told her husband the strange events of the 
past night. She related their various adventures after 
Donald left them on the rock, and now, when too 
late, she bitterly lamented over her own hasty inter- 
ference, and her imprudent words. She described 
how she had only time to perceive a being of noble 
and majestic mien seated on the previously empty- 
throne. As his eye fell upon her she became un- 
conscious, and could remember nothing more until 
she found herself on the beach at Raasay in the early 
morning. 

The hours of this melancholy day wore slowly on, 
but no Eudsemon appeared. At last, towards evening, 
they forced open the door of his little turret chamber 
— it was empty. All his books and instruments were 
gone ; everything belonging to him or his mother had 
disappeared from the Castle. Even the harp itself, 
beside which so many pleasant evenings had been 
whiled away, was no longer there. 

The only things left, and upon these Miranda 
flew with eagerness, were the chess-board, the 
wooden men he had so patiently carved for her, 
and the box to contain them. For long hours 
the poor child would sit as in a dream, arranging 
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and re-arranging the motley pieces, softly laughing 
to herself the while ; for her mind was hopelessly 
gone. 

Eudaemon had never wholly disclosed the fact 
that when they entered the enchanted precincts 
of Thuisto, any infringement of the rules prescribed 
must re-act upon himself. In his unselfish devotion, 
he imagined that if he alone fell a victim to the 
powerful sea-kings, his beloved and her mother would 
be saved. Freed at last from enchantment, he trusted 
that the Princess and her parents would then live on 
as happily as if no forfeit had been paid for Miranda's 
deliverance. 

He fathomed not the unchanging love that had of 
late struggled into existence in the dreamy maiden's 
breast. In the terrible moment that by no fault of 
his own determined his fate, Eudaemon for once 
forgot his careful self-control, and clasped Miranda 
to his heart. In his dread father's presence he bade 
her a long farewell ; he knew not that the sorrow of 
parting would overwhelm her gentle spirit, and break 
her tender heart. 

King Murdoch and his wife took their daughter by 
slow stages to her native country, hoping to benefit 
her by the change. But no following spring should 
ever re-kindle the roses in those waning cheeks — no 
mortal hand arrest the progress of decay. The faith- 
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ful Luachan could not be separated from her, he 
was her constant comfort and playmate. 

There was a spot on the little Cumbrse where 
Miranda loved to sit and gaze across the Clyde's 
broad estuary to the blue hills of Arran. Perhaps 
their clear outline reminded her of the CuchuUins, as 
seen from Raasay. Perhaps being on an island, spoke 
to her of the halcyon past. 

Be that as it may, one day, towards evening, 
alarmed by her long absence, the attendants sought 
and found her here, cold and motionless. One arm 
was clasped around Luachan's neck, the other, faithful 
in death, still pointed the golden needle to " the true 
and tender north." 

They buried Miranda where she lay. On that far 
island you still may see the lonely tomb, beneath 
which the weary one is at rest, and drop, perchance, 
a tear over her untimely fate. 

Yes! They are united at last never more to 
part ! Behold, in the regions of eternal peace, a 
youth divinely fair, a maiden serenely beautifuL 
Together they bow before the Almighty Ruler they 
served on earth, and, as they cast their golden 
crowns at his feet, the tongue of the dumb sings 
sweetly, "God is Love!" 

Castle Brochel was never more inhabited. Donald, 
a sincere mourner for his kind young master, could 
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not bear to live by himself within its shadowy portals. 
He transferred what he needed to the shieling near 
at hand, and thence descending every day, kept all 
in readiness for the expected return of the youth he 
loved so well. 

But the old man watched in vain. He was gathered 
at last to his fathers* The lonely, neglected Castle 
fell into decay, and still, through following ages, 
the well-remembered Enchanter returned not, to 
awaken with his light springing footsteps the echoes 
of that deserted abode. Desolation and solitude 
spread their wings around its time-honoured pre- 
cincts, and cast a halo of their own over its 
crumbling walls. 

Break gently, ye wavelets, on Raasay's lone shore, 
Eudsemon shall roam on vour mountains no more. 
As fragrance distilled by the cold air of night, 
So Absence and Time shall bring forth to the light, 
The deeds and the virtues of one without guile, 
Whose genius and wisdom shed light o'er your isle. 
Mourn wildly, ye seabirds ! — all nature make moan ! 
His chamber is empty — his footsteps are gone. 
He toiled unrewai'ded — no guerdon he sought, 
As soothing relief to the weary he brought ; 
But the mother's soft tear, and the infant's glad cry. 
The blessings of gratitude garnered on high, 
Shall, e'en in his Home, 'mid the Regions of Light, 
Add lustre untold to his coronal bright. 

THE END. 
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before the University of Oxford in 1868. By Sir Francis 
Hastings Doyle, Professor of Poetry in the University of 
Oxford. Crown 8vo. jx. dd, 

Estelle Russell. — ^By the Author of "The Private. Life of 
Galileo." New Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

Full of bright pictures of French life. The English family, whose 
fortunes form the main drift of the story, reside mostly in France^ but 
there are also many English characters and scenes of great interest. 
It is certainly the work oj a fresh, vigorous, and most interesting 
writer, with a dash of sarcastic humour which is refreshing ana 
not too bitter. '*. We can send our readers to it with confidmce,* 
—Spectator. 

Evans brother FABIAN'S MANUSCRIPT, AND 

OTHER POEMS. By Sebastian Evans. Fcap. 8vo. doth. dr. 
" In this volume we have full assurance that he has ^^ vision and 
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the faadty divine,'* .' . • Clever and fitU of kmdly humour,** — 
Globe. 

Evans — ^THE curse of immortality. By A, EuBULE 

Evans. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

** Never, probably, has the legend of the Wandering yew been more 
ably and poetically handled. The author writes as a true poet, and 
with the skill of a true artist. The plot of this remarkable drama 
is not only well contrived, but worked out with a degree of simplicity 
and truthful vigour altogether unusual in modem poetry. In fact, 
since the date of Byron* s * Cain,* we can scarcely recall any verse 
at once so terse, so powerful, and so masterly,** — Standard. 

Fairy Book. — The Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected and 
Rendered anew by the Author of "John Halifax, Gentleman." 
With Coloured Illustrations and Ornamental Borders by J. E. 
Rogers, Author of "Ridicula Rediviva." Crown 8vo. cloth, 
extra gilt. 6s, (Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. ^. 6d.) 
*M delightful sdection, in a delightful external form**— ^v%cta.to^. 

**A book which ivill prove delightful to children all the year round, " 

— Pall MalL Gazette. 

Fawcett.— TALES in political ECONOMY. Bv Mil- 
ltcent Fawcett, Author of "Political Economy for Beginners." 
Globe Svo. 3^. 

** The idea is a good one, and it is quite wonderful what a mass of 
economic teaching the author manages to compress into a smcUl 
space, , . The true doctrines of international trade, currency, 
and the ratio between production and population, are set before us 
and illustrated in a masterly manner,"— Ath.ehje\jm, 

Fletcher — thoughts from a GIRL'S life. By Lucy 
Fletcher. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. 4s, 6d, 
** The poems are all graceful; they are marked throughout by an accent 
of reality; the thoughts and emotions are genuine,** — ATHENiGUM. 

Garaett. — idylls and epigrams. Chiefly from the Greek 
Anthology. By Richard Garnett. Fcap. Svo. 2s 6d, 
**A charming little book. For English readers, Mr, Garnett* s 
translations toill open a new world of thought,** — Westminster 
Review. 

Gilmore.— storm warriors ; OR, life-boat work 

on the GOODWIN SANDS. By the Rev. John Gilmore, 
M.A., Rector of Holy Trinity, Ramsgate, Author of "The 
Ramsgate Life-Boat," in Macmillan*s Magazine, Crown Svo. 6^. 
" The stories, which are said to be literally exact, are more thrilling 

than anything in fiction, Mr, Gilmore has done a good work as 

well as written a good book,** — Daily News. 

Gray.— THE poetical works of DAVID GRAY. New 
and Enlarged Edition. Edited by Henry Glassford Bell, late 
Sheriff of Lanarkshire. Crown 8vo. 6s, 
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Guesses at Truth.— By Two Brothers. With Vignette 
Title and FrontisDiece. New Edition, with Memoir. Fcap. 8vo. 
6s, Also see Golden Treasury Series. 

Halifax.— AFTER LONG YEARS. By M. C. Halifax. 

Crown 8vo. I or. 6d. 

* * A story of very unusual merit. The entire iiory is well conceived, 
well written, and well carried out ; and the reader will look 
forward with pleasure to meeting this clever author agoing — 
Daily News. ^^ This is a very pretty, simple love story, . . . . 
The author possesses a very graceful, wor^nly pen, and- tells the 
story with a rare tender simplicity which wdl befUs it,"** — 
Standard. 

Hamerton.— A painter's camp. Second Edition, revised. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

Book L In England; Book II. In Scotland; BooK III. In France, 

" These pages, written with infinite spirit and humour, bring into 

close rooms, back upon tired heads, the breezy airs of Lanccuhire 

moors and Highland lochs, with a freshnese^ which no recent 

novelist has succeecUd in preservin^,^* — ^Nonconformist. 

Harbour Bar (The).— a tale of Scottish life. 

Two Vols. Crown 8vo. 2is, 

** The author has a great many of the qualifications of a novelist. 
. A keen eye for the picturesque and a power of close observation are 
indicated in this very life- like picture of fisher4ife on the north- 
east coast ofScotlandJ^ — ATHENiEUM. 

Heaton.— HAPPY spring TIME.^ illustrated by Oscar 
Pletsch. With Rhymes for Mothers and Children. By Mrs. 
Charles Heaton. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges, y, 6d. 
** The pictures in this book are capital,^* — ATHENiEUM. 

Hervey.— DUKE ERNEST, a Tragedy; and other Poems. 
Fcap. Svo. dr. 
' ' Conceived in pure taste and true historic feding, and presented with 

much dramatic force, .... Thoroughly original,^ — British 

Quarterly. 

Higginson.- MALBONE : An Oldport Romance. By T. W. 
HiGGiNsoN. Fcap. 8vo. 2j. 6d, 

The Daily News says: ^^ Who likes a quiet story ^ full of 
mature thought, of clear, humorous surprises, of artistic studious 
design ? ' McUbone* is a rare work, possessing these characteristics, 
and replete, too, with honest literary effort,^* 

Hillside Rhymes.— Extra fcap. 8vo. s^. 

Home. — BLANCHE LISLE, and other Poems. By Cecil 
Home. Fcap. Svo. 4r. 6d, 

Hood (Tom).— THE PLEASANT TALE OF PUSS AND 
ROBIN AND THEIR FRIENDS, KITTY AND BOB. 
Told in Pictures by L. Frolich, and in Rhymes by Tom Hood. 
Crown 8vo. gilt 5^. 6d, 
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** 77u volume is prettily got up, and is sure to be a favourite in the 
nursery,** — Scotsman. ** Herr Frolich has outdorte himself in 
his pictures of this dramatic chase.** — Morning Post. 

Keary (A.) — Works by Miss A. Kxary :— 
JANET'S HOME. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2J. 6d. 

** Never did a more charming family appear upon the canvas; and 
most skilfully and felicitously have their characters been portrayed. 
Each indivtdual of the fireside is a finished portrait, distinct and 
lifdike, . . . The future before her as a novelist is that of becoming 
the Miss Austin of her generation, ** — SuN . 

CLEMENCY FRANKLYN. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s, ed, 
^* Full of wisdom and goodness, simple, truth/id, and artistic. . . // 
is capitcU as a story; better still in its pure tone and wholesome 
influence. ** — Globe. 

OLDBURY. Three vols. Crown 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

"This is a very powerfully written story,** — Globe. "7}5w is a 
really excellent novel,**^lLi.\JSTtiATED London News. ** The 
sketches of society in Oldbury are excellent. The pictures of child 
life arefuU of truth,^ — Westminster Review. 

Keary (A. and E.)— Works by A. and E. Keary:— 
THE LITTLE WANDERLIN, and other Fairy Tales. i8ma 2s, 6d. 
** The tales are fanciful and well written, and they are sure to win 
favour amongst littlexreaders, ** — ATHENiEUM. 

THE HEROES OF ASGARD. Tales from Scandinavian. 
Mythology. New and Revised Edition, Illustrated by Huari>. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. ^r. td. 

" Told in a light and amusing style, which, in its drollery and 
quaintness, reminds us of our old favourite Grimm.** — ^TiMES. 

Kingsley. — Works by the Rev. Charles Kingsley, M.A., 
Rector of Eversley, and Canon of Westminster : — 
"WESTWARD HOI" or, The Voyages and Adventures of 
Sir Amyas Leigh. Ninth Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 
Eraser's Magazine ciUls it "almost the best historical novel of 
the day,** 

TWO YEARS AGO. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 
**Mr, Kingsley has provided us all along with such pleasant diversions 
— stuh rich and brightly tinted glimpses of natural history, such 
suggestive remarks on mankind, society, and cUl sorts of topics, 
that amidst the pleasure of the way, the circuit to be made will be by 
most forgotten,*^— GVAKDIAV. 

HYPATIA ; or, New Foes with an Old Face. Seventh Edition. 

Crown 8vo. dr. 
HEREWARD THE WAKE— LAST OF THE ENGLISH. 

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

YEAST : A Problem. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

ALTON LOCKE. New Edition. With a New Preface. Crown 8vo» 
4r. 6d, 


\ 
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Kingsley {^.^^^ontmued. 

The author shtnvs^ to quote the Spectator, **what it is that con- 
stitutes the true Christian, God-fearing, man-lvuing genilemanj* 

THE WATER BABIES. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. New 

Edition, vrith additional Illnstrations by Sir NoblPaton, R.S.A., 

and P. Skelton. Crown 8vo. cloth, extra gilt. 5x. 

" In fun, in hu0tour, and in innocent imagination, as a child's 

booh we do not know its equal.^^ — London Review. ^*Mr, 

Kingsley must have the credit of revealing to us a new order of life, 

, . . There is in the * Water Babies* an abundance of wit, fun, 

good humour, geniality, ^lan, go^ — Times. 

THE HEROES j or, Greek Fairy Tales for my Children. With 

Coloured Illustrations. New Edition. i8mo. ^, 6d. 

** fVe do not think these heroic stories have ever been more attractively 
told, . . There is a deep under-current of religious feeling traceable 
throughout its pages which is sure to influence young rectders power- 
fully, — London Review. ** One of the children* s books that 
will surely become a classic,** — Nonconformist. 
PHAETHON ; or. Loose Thoughts for Loose Thinkers. Third 

Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s, 

** The dialogue of ' Phaethon * has striking beauties, and its sugges- 
tions may meet half-way many a latent doubt, and, like a light 
breeae, lift from the soul clouds that are gathering heavily, and 
threatening to settle down in misty gloom on the summer of many 
a fair ana promising young life,** — Spectator. 

POEMS ; including The Saint's Tragedy, Andromeda, Songs, 

Ballads, etc. Complete Collected Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

T/ie Spectator calls ^* Andromeda** *Uhe finest piece of English 

hexameter verse that has ever been written. It it a vdlume 

which many readers will be glad to possess," 

PROSE IDYLLS. NEW" AND OLD. Second Edition. Crown 

8vo. 5j. 

Contents:—^ Charm of Birds; Chalk-Stream Studies; The 
Fefts ; My Winter- Garden ; From Ocean to Sea; North Devon, 

** Altogether a delightful book, , , , , It exhibits the author's best 
traits, and cannot fail to infect the reader with a love of nature 
and of out-door life and its enjoyments. It* is well calculated to 
bring a gleam of summer with its pleasant associations, into the 
bleak winter-time ; while a better companion for a summer ramble 
could hardly be found** — British Quarterly Review. 

Kingsley (H.)— Works by Henry Kingsley:— 
TALES OF OLD TRAVEL. Re-narrated. With Eight full-page 
Illustrations by Huard. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. doth, 
extra gilL 5^. 

**'We know no better book for those who want knowledge or seek to 
refresh it. As for the ^sensational* most novels are tame com- 
pared with these narratives** — ATHSNiEUM. ** Exctctly the book 
to interest and to do good to intdUgeni and high-spirited boys.**-^ 
Literary Churchman. 
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Kingsley {^.)—c0tuiimid, 

THE LOST CHILD. With Eight lUustrations by Frolich 
Crown 4to. doth gilt. 3^. td, 

** A pathetic story, and told so as to give children an interest in 
Australian ways and scenery. " — Globe. • * Very charmingly and 
very touckingly told** — Saturday Review. 

OAKSHOTT CASTLE. 3 Vols. Crown 8vo. 31J. td. 

^*No one who takes up * Oakshott Castled will willingly put it down 
until the last page is turned, , . , It may fairly be considered a 
capitdl story, full of go, and abounding in word pictures of storms 
and wrecks" — Observer. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen. — Works by E. H. Knatchbull- 

HUGESSEN, M.P. : — 

Mr, JCnatchbull'Hugessen has won for himself a reputation as 
a teller of fairy-tales, ** His powers," says the Times, 
**are of a very high order ; light and brilliant narrative flows 
from his pen, and is fed by an invention as graceful as it is inex- 
haustible" " Children reading his stories" the Scotsman says, 
'*or hearing them read, will have their minds refreshed and in- 
vigoratedas much as their bodies would be by abundance of fresh 
air and exercise, " 

STORIES FOR MY CHILDREN. With lUustrations. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. 5j. 

" The stories are charming, and full of life and fun," — STANDARD. 
'' TTie author has an imagination as fanciful as Grimm himself, 
while some of his stories are superior to anything that 'Hans ChriS' 
tian Andersen has written," — Nonconformist. 

CRACKERS FOR CHRISTMAS. More Stories. With lUustra- 
tions by Jellicoe and Elwes. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 5^. 
'* A fascinating little volume, which will make him friends in every 
household in which there are children," — Daily News. 

MOONSHINE: Fauy Tales. With lUustrations by W. Brunton. 

Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gUt. 5^. 

^^ A volume of fairy tales, Tvritten not only for ungroitm children, 
but for bigger, and if you are nearly worn out, or sick, or sorry, 
y^m will find it good reading, " — GRAPHIC. * * The most charming 
volumeof fairy tales which we ha7/e ever read. , . . We cannot quit 
this very pleasant book without a word of praise to its illustrator, 
Mr, Brunton from first to last has done admirably," — Times. 

TALES AT TEA-TIME. Fauy Stories. With Seven lUustra- 
tions by W. Brunton. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth gUt. 5j. 
** Capitally illustrated by W, Brunton, , , . In frolic and fancy they 
are quite equal to his other books. The author knows htm to write 
fairy stories as they should be written. The whole book is full of 
the most delightful drolleries." — TiMES. 

QUEER FOLK. FAIRY STORIES. Illustrated by S. E. 
Waller. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth gUt. 5j. 
" Decidedly the author's happiest effort, . • , One of the best story 
books of the year." — Hour. 
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Mazini.— IN the golden shell ; A Storv of Palenno. 
By Linda Mazini. With Illustratioiis. Globe Sro. cloth gflt. 
4/. (xL 

" As beautiful and bright and fresh as the scenes to which U wafts 
us aver the blue Mediterranean^ and as pure and innocent, but 
piquant and sprightly as the little girl who plays the part of it^ 
her vine f is this admirable little book,'' — Illustratku Lox<iiX>K 
News. 


^— KEATS' HYPERION, rendered into Latin Vcree. 
Bj C. Merivale, B.D. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8yo. 
y> ^> 

Milner. — the lily of LUMLEY. By Edith Milker, 

Crown 8vo. *js, 6d. , 

" The novel is a good one and decidedly worth the reading,"" — 

Examiner. *^ A pretty, brightly-written story " — Literary 

Churchman, **A tale possessing the deepest interest,^ — Court 

Journal. 

Milton's Poetical Works. — Edited with Text crflated from 
the best Authorities, with Introduction and Notes by David 
Masson. Three vols. 8vo. With Three Portraits engraved by 
C. H. Jeens and Radcliffe. (Uniform with the Cambridge 
Shakespeare.) 

Mistral (F.) — MIRELLE, a Pastoral Epic of Provence. Trans- 
lated by H. Crichton. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s, 
" It would be hard to overpraise the sweetness and pleasing freshness 
of this charming epicJ^ — ATHENiBUM. ** A good translation of 
a poem that deserves to be known by all students of literature and 
fnends of old-world simpUcity in story-telling," — ^Nonconformist. 

Mitford (A. B.)— tales OF old japan. By A. B. 

MiTFORD, Second Secretary to the Briti^ Legation in Japan. 

With Illustrations drawn. and cnt on Wood by Japanese Artists. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

** T^ey will always be interesting as memorials of a most exceptional 
society ; while, regarded simply as tales, they are sparkling, sensa» 
tional, and dramatic, and the originality of their ideas and the 
quaintness of their language give them a most captivating piquancy. 
The illustrations are extremely interesting, and for the curious in 
such matters have a special and particular value "--^Yma^ Mall 
Gazette. 

Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M,P., in the highlands. 

New Edition, with Illustrations. Crown 8vo. y, 6d, 
" The book is calculated to recall pleasant memories of holidays well 
spent, and scenes not easily to be forgotten. To those who have 
never been in the Western Highlands, or sailed along the Frith of 
Clyde and on the Western Coast, it will seem almost like a fairy 
story, 7 here is a charm in the volume which viakes it anything 
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^^ Classical in spirit^ full of force, and true to the ordinal.** 

— GUA&DIAN. 

MacdonelL— FOR THE KING'S DUES. By Agnes Mac- 

DONELL, Author of "Martin's Vineyard," Crown 8vo. lOs. 6d. 

** It is rarely that so pleasant and unaffected piece of fiction finds its 

way into the reviewer's hands."^^C0VKT Circular. **/t is 

bright, pleasant, and wholesome .^. . An exceedingly tender, 

natural, and fascinating little love story, ^* — MORNi;fG Post. 

Maclaren.— THE fairy family, a series of BaUads and 
Metrical Tales illustrating the Fairy Mythology of Europe. By 
Archibald Maclaren. With Frontispiece, Illustrated Title, 
and Vignette. Crown 8vo. 'gilt Sj. 

" A successful attempt to translate into the vernacular some of the 
Fairy Mythology of Europe, The verses are very good. There is 
no shirking difficulties of rhyme, and the ballad metre which is 
oftenest employed has a great deal of the kind of ^gp * which we find 
so seldom outside the pages of Scott. The book is of permanent 
value"— GVAKDIAV, 

Macmillan's Magazine. — PubUshed Monthly. Price IX. 

Volumes I. to XXX. are now ready, yx. 6d. each. 
Macquoid. — PATTY. By Katharine S. Macquoid. Third 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

" A book to be read." — Standard. '* A powerful and fascinating 
story, ^ — ^Daily Telegraph. The Quy^Y. considtrs it ^*well* 
written, amusing, and interesting, aftd has the merit of being out 
of the ordinary run of novels,** 

Maguire,— YOUNG PRINCE MARIGOLD, AND OTHER 

FAIRY STORIES. By the late John Francis Maguire, M.P. 

Illustrated by S. E. Waller. Globe 8vo. gilt 4J. (>d. 

" The author has evidently studied the ways and tastes of children and 

got at the secret of amusing them ; and has succeeded in what is not 

so easy a task as it may seem — in producing a really good children* s 

book,^*— Daily Telegraph. 

Marlitt (E.)— THE COUNTESS GISELA. Translated from 
the Genhan of E. Marlitt. Crown 8vo. ys, 6d, 
**A very beautiful story of German, countty life,** — Liteeary 
Churchman. 

Masson (Professor). — ^Works by David Masson, M.a., 

Professor of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University 

of Edinburerh. 
BRITISH NOVELISTS AND THEIR STYLES. Being a Critical 

Sketch of the History of British Prose Fiction. Crown 8vo. 7j. 6d, 
WORDSWORTH, SHELLEY, KEATS, AND OTHER 

ESSAYS. Crown 8vo. 5^. 
CHATTERTON : A Story of the Year 1770. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

THE THREE DEVILS: LUTHER'S, MILTON'S, and 
GOETHE'S ; and other Essays. Crown 8vo. Ss, 
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skip. After the lapse of many centuries^ an English poet is found 
paying to the great Carthagenian the worthiest poetical tribute which 
has as yet, to our knowledge, been afforded to hts noble and stainless 
»ww^.*^— Saturday Review. 

Nine Years Old.— By the Author of *'SL Glare's," "When I 
was a Little Girl," &c. Illustrated by Frouch. Third £diti6iu 
Extra fcap. 8va doth gilt 4r. 6d, 

It is bdteved that this story, by the favourably known author of 
*^ St, Olav^s" will be found both higkly interesting and instructive 
to tke young. The volume contains eigktgrapkic illustrations by 
Mr. L. Frolick. The Examiner says : " Whether the readers 
are nine years old, or twice, or seven times as old, they must enjoy 
this pretty volume,** 

Noel.— BEATRICE, AND OTHER POEMS. By the Hon. 

RoDEN Noel. Fcap. 8vo. 6s, 

*'/tis impossible to read the poem through wkkout being powerfully 
moved. There are passages in it which for intensity and tender ^ 
ness, dear and vivid vision, spontaneous and ddicate sympathy, 
may be compared with the best efforts of our best living writers,** 
— Spectator. 

Norton. — ^Works by the Hon. Mrs. Norton : — 

THE LADY OF LA GARAYE. With Vignette and Frontispiece. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6d, 

**I^ull of thought well expressed, and may be classed among her best 
efforts.*'— TvbHES, 

OLD SIR DOUGLAS. Cheap Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d, 
" This varied and lively novel — this clever novel so full of character, 
and of fine incidental remark.** — Scotsman. ^^ One of tke 
pleasantest and healthiest stories of modem fiction,** — Globe. 

Oliphant. — Works by Mrs. Oliphant : — 

L AGNES HOPETOUN'S SCHOOLS AND HOLIDAYS. New 

Edition with Illustrations. Royal i6mo. gilt leaves. 41. 6d, 

** There are few books of late years more fitted to touch the heart, 

purify the feeling, and quicken and sustain right principles.** — 

Nonconformist. *M more gracefully written story it is impos* 

sible to desire,**— "Dkilv News. 

A SON OF THE SOIL. New Edition. Globe 8vo. 2s. 6d, 
**Jt is a very different work from the ordinary run of novds. 
The whole life of a man is portrayed in it, worked out with subtlety 
and insight.** — ATHENiEUM. 

Our Year, a Child's Book, in Prose and Verse. By the Author 
of ''John Halifax, Gentleman." Illustrated by Clarence 
DoBELL. Royal i6mo. y. 6d, 

*^/tis just the book we could wish to see itf the hands of every child,** 
— English Churchman. 

Olrig Grange. Edited by Hermann Kunst, Philol. Professor. 
Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 6d. 
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\A masterly and original power of impression^ pouring itself forth 
in clear^ sweety strong rhythm, ... Jt is a fine poem, full of life, 
of music and of clear «*pkw."— North British Daily Mail. 

Oxford Spectator, The.— Reprinted. Extra fcap. 8vo. 

%s.6d. 

' ^^There is," the Saturday Review says, '*all the old fun, the 

old sense of social ease and brightness and freedom, the old medley 

of work and indolence, of jest and earnest, that made Oxford life 

so picturesque,^^ 

Palgrave. — ^Wbrks by Francis Turner Palgravb, M.A., late 

Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford :— 
THE FIVE DAYS' ENTERTAINMENTS AT WENTWORTH 

GRANGE. A Book for Children. With Illustrations by Arthur 

Hughes, and Engraved Title-page by Jsens. Small 4to. doth 

extra, dr. 

" Jf you want a really good hook for both sexes and all ages, buy 
this, as handsome a volume of tales as you*ll find in all the 
market,"^ATKKSMUiL ^'Exquisite both inform and substance.^* 
— Guardian. 

LYRICAL POEMS. Extxa fcap. 8yo. ^, 

**A volume of pure quiet verse, sparkling with tender mdodies, and 
alive with thoughts of genuine poetry » • . . Thm where we will 
throughout the volume, we find traces of beauty, tenderness, and 
truth ; truepoefs workt touched and refined by the master»hand oj 
a real artist, who shows his genius even in trifles" — Standard. 

ORIGINAL HYMNS. Third Edition, enlarged, i8ma is. 6d. 
** So choice, so perfect, and so refined, so tender in fading, and so 
scholarly in expression, that we look with special interest to every- 
thing that he gives us.** — Literary Churchman. 
GOLDEN TREASURY OF THE BEST SONGS AND LYRICS. 
Edited by F. T. Palgrave. See Golden Treasury Series. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS AND SONGS. Edited by F, T. 
Palgrave. Gem Edition. With Vignette Title by Jebns. jj. 6^. 
** For minute elegance no volume could poss^ly excel the * Gem 
Edition: "^'^(yrsuAS. 

Parables.— TWELVE parables of our lord. Illus- 
trated in Colours from Sketches taken in the East by McEniry, 
with Frontispiece from a Picture by John Jellicoe, and Illumi- 
nated Texts and Borders. Royal 4to. in Ornamental Binding. i6s. 
The Times calls it " one of the most beautiful of modem pictorial 

works;** while the Graphic says ^^ nothing in this style, so good, 

has ever before been published. ** 

Patmore.— THE CHILDREN'S GARLAND, from the Best 
Poets. Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmore. New 
Edition. With Illustrations bv J. Lawson. Crown 8vo. gilt 6j.* 
Golden Treasury Edition. i8mo. 4J. dd. 

'' The charming illustrations added to many of the poems will add 
greatly to their value in the eyes of children^ — Daily News. 

B 


i8 BELLES LETTRES. 

Pcmbcr.— THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 
Shr E. H. PxMBXB. Fcap. 8va. 4^. &/. 

Aunded upon the story of Sappho, ^Ife tells his story with dramatic 
forcM^ and in language that ofitn riser almost to graMkur,**-^ 

ATHENiEUM. 

Poole. — PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. PeoLE. New and Cheaper 

EcKlion. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Crown 8vo. 3j. od, 

** Charming stories of peasant life, written in something of George 

Eliofs style, • . . Inr stories cosUd not be other than th^ are^ as 

literal as truths as romantie as- fiftioHy full of pathdie touches 

mod Mtrohes of genuine humow^ , • * All the stories are studies 

of actual Ufky executed with no moan «^/L"— Times. ^ 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From «ie French 
of E. Van Bruyssei^ Edited by the Author of *^The Heir of 
Reddyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8va gilt ^, 6d, 

*' TTUs is not a regular booh of natural history , but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summer^ s day 
beneath an old pear tr^, obteroed by eyes Mdc/ had for the nonce 
become microscopic, recorded by a pen that finds dramas in every" 
thing, and illustrated by a dainty penciL- . . . We can hardly 
fancy anyone with if moderate turn fir the curioeitia of insect 
Hfe, or for ddicate French esprit, not being taken by these clever 
sketches, '^--GiTARDiAK. *^A whimsical and charming Httle book, " 

-^ATHBNiSUM. 

Prince Plorestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with Ilhisttation and Map. 8vo, cloth. 

Extra gUt edges, $s. A French Translation, Jj. Also an Edition 

for the People. Crown 8vo. is, 

*' Those who have read only the extracts ghf^, will not need to be 
told how amusing and happily touched B is, Tkosewho read it for 
other purposes Sum amusement caw harcBy miss the sober and 
sound political lessons with which its light pi^es abound, and which 
are as much needed in England as by &e nation to whom the author 
directly addresses his moraV^ — Pall Mall Gazette. ** This 
little book ii very clever, wild with animal spirits, but showing 
plenty of good sensCy amid all the heedless nonsense which fills so 
many of i^ pages, ** — Daily News. " In an age little remarkable 
for powers of political satire, the sparkle of the pages gives them 
every claim to wdcome.^^ — STANDARD, 

Rankine.— SONGS AND FABLES. By W. J. lifcQuoRN 
Rankine, late Professor of Civil Engineering and' MechaxuGS at 
Glasgow. With Illustrations. Crown Sra 6s, 

Realmah. — ^By the Author of "Friends in Counca" Crown 
8vo. 6s, 

Rhoades, — ^POEMS. By James Rhoades. Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6d. 


BELLES LETTRES. i^ 

Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a Sdtection of 

L^ends dmvn from Yalmiki's Sanskrit Poem, '*Tli« Ramayaaa." 

By F&xDSRiKA Richardson. Ciown 8^0. Tf. 6/. 

" // f> tmpossibU to rmd it vtUhout reepgnmng the wUut xmd interest 

of the Eastern epic. It it as faseituUing as (t fairy tale^ this' 

romantic poem of India, " — Globb» ** A. char^ning volume^ iMck 

at once enmeshes the reader in its snares,^ — ATH£NiEi7M. 

Raby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD,. AJ!ffI> OTHER POEMS* 
By Ma&v K. Roby. Fcap* 8vo. 51. 

Rogers. — Works by J. E. Rogers :— 
RIDICULA REDIVIVA. Old Nursery Rhymes. Bltistiated in 
Colours, with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. y, 6d, 
" 734^ most splendid J and at the same time M* most realty merifynious 
of the boohs specially intended for children, that Vft have ssem"-*^ 
Spectator. " These largf bright ptctures vill attract chUdrem to 
really good and honest artisHc worh^ and that ought not to be an 
wd^erent consideration Tmth parents who' propose to educate their 
ehildren,^* — ^Pall VUlll Gazette.. 

MORES RIDICULI. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated' i» Clours, 

with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. y, M 

•* These worid^d rhymes have never had and need never- wish for 
a better pictorial setting than- Jkf^. Rogers has given thent,*^ — 
Times. '* Nothing could be quainter or more Msurdly coiftical 
than most of the piotureSy which are aH eartfUUy -exisuUd and 
beautifully coloured,^* — GLOBE. 

Rii»8S€tti4— Works by Chrktina Rossettt :— 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS^ With two De- 
signs by D. G. RossBTTi. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5& 

" ^ ^She handles her little marvel with that rare poetic discrimination 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym^ 
bolism too fear t nor kmps those wondets he, tfte mee^ fabulous a»d 
capricious stage. In/act, she hae produced a ime thUdrerit peiem^ 
which is far more dJightjful^ to the medue^ than tothiidreny though 
it would be delightfid to oIV—Stectatok, 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Mustjated hf Arthur Huches. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4s, 6d, 

" Certain to be a delight to many a iuvenUe fireside circleJ** — ^Morn- 
ing Post. 

RiSfiaway (The)* a Stoiv for the Young. B)ftlieAmthorof 
'^ Mrs. Jemiagfaam's Journal.'^ With lUnstiadoiw by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8va gilt /^. 6d. ^ 

*' This is one of the best, ij not indeed the very. Vest, of all the stories 
that has come before us this Christmas,^ The heroines are. both ' 
charming f and^ unlike heroines^ they are asjuUof fun as of charfv* 
It is an admirable book to read aloud to the young folk whei 
are all gathered round the fire^ and fimrse^ ami other w^fm 
are stUlfar flOtty^."'— Saturday Review. 
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i8 BELLES LETTRES. 

Pembcr.— THE tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 
Shr E. H. PxMBXB. Fcap* 8va. 4f. &/. 

Aunded upon the story of Sappho, ^He tdh Ak story wkh dramatic 
fores, and in language tkat ofitn riser abmast to grandeur" — 

ATHBNiEUM. 

Poole. — PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. PeoLK. New and Cheaper 

Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren, Crown 8vo. $s. 6d. 

" Charming stories of peasant life^ written in something of George 

EUofs style. • • . J^ stories coidd not be other than thiy are^ as 

literal as truths as romantie as fiction^, full cf patheiie touches 

amt strohes of genuine humour* • . , All the stories are studies 

of actual Ufky executed with no moan «^/."— Times. ^ 

Population of an Old Pear Tree. From the French 
of K Van Bruyssel. Edited by the Author of **The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo. gilt 4r. 6d. 

** This is not a regular booh of natural history , but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summer's day 
beneath an old pear tr^, obteroed by eyes that had for the nonce 
become microscopic , recorded by a pen that finds dramas in every^ 
thing, and illustrated by a dcemty penciL- . . . Wk can hardly 
fancy anyone with m moderate turn for the curiotities of insect 
Hfe, or for ddieate French esprtt, not being taken by these clever 
sketches, '^--GiTARDiAK. **A whimsical and charming little book. *' 

*^ATHBNiKDM. 

Prince Plorestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with Ilhisttation and Map. 8vo. cloth. 

Extra gilt edges, Jj. A French Translation, Jj. Also an Edition 

for the recple. Crown 8vo. is. 

*' Those who have read only the extracts ghf^, wiU not need to be 
told how amusing and happUy touched it is. Th^scwho read it for 
other purposes than amusement can harcBy miss the sober and 
sound politiccU lessons withvthich its light pt^ ahotmd, and which 
are as much needed in England as by &e nation to whom the author 
directly addresses his moral."— Vhi.Ta Mall Gazette. " This 
little book if very clever, wild with animal spirits, but showing 
plenty of good sense,^ amid all the heedless nonsense which fills so 
many of its pages. " — Daily News. '* In an age little remarkable 
for power's of political satire, the sparkle of the pages gives them 
every claim to wdcome." — Standard. 

Rankine.— SONGS AND FABLES. By W. J. ifcQuoRN 
Rankine, late Professor of Civil Engineering «nd Mechanics at 
Glasgow. With Illustrations. Crown Sra 6s. 

Realmah. — ^By the Author of "Friends in Counca" Crown 
8vo. dr. 

Rhoades, — ^POEMS. By James Rhoades. Fcap. 8vp. 41. 6^ 
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I.— THE ILIAD OF THE EAST. A SeitectioB of 

L^ends dmvn from Yalmiki's Sanskrit Poem, '^The Ramigrana." 

By F&SDERiKA RiCBBAwraoN. Clown 8^0. fs, 6d, 

**It is tmpossibU to rmd it vtUhout reefigmdng the tftdut xmd interest 

of the Eastern epic. It it as fmeimtting as (t fairy taUf thir 

romantic poem o/IndicL,** — Globs. *^A chaiyning volume^ which 

at once enmeshes the reader in its snares,** — ATHENiEiTM. 

Roby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD^ AJ!ffI>OTHijR POEli«&. 
JE^ Ma&v K. Roby. Fcap* 8vo, 51. 

Rogers. — Works by J. E. Rogers :— 
RIDICULA REDIVIVA. CM Nursery Rhymes. Blustiated in 
Colours, with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. y. 6d, » 

*' The most splendid, and at the same time M^ most recUfy merifynious 
of the bo(3ts specially intended for childreny that Vft hawB mmi"-*^ 
Spectatgil " These lar^p br^tptctures vUl attract chUdrett^ to 
really good and honest artist woriy and that ought not to be an 
ikd^erent consideration Toith parents w?» propose to educate their 
children,^* — ^Fall MiU.1* Gazette. 

MORES RIDICULI. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated'!* Colours, 

with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. y, M 

•* These world*<dd rhymes hxeve never had and need, never wish for 
« better pictoridl setting than- Jl&. /login's has given them*** — 
Times. ** Nothing could be quainter or more Absurdly eoiftical 
than most of ike piotureSy which are all eartfUUy exmited and 
beautifully colouredJ*^ — Globe. 

RifSSetti^-^Worlcd by Chwstina Rossettt Xt- 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS; With two De- 
signs by D. G. RossETTi. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5& 
' "'^ '^She handles her little marvd with that rare poetic discrimination 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym^ 
holism toofctr, nor keeps those vtondrnv ht- the nm^ fabuUms atai 
capricious stage. In fact, she has produced a ime thUdretie poem, 
which is far more ddightful to the matue^ the» tothildren, though 
it would be delightful to all,'^—SJ?ECTA.TOtL 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. Ulustjated hy Arthuk. Hughes. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4s. 6d, 

" Certain to be a delight to many a juvenile fireside circled* — ^Morn- 
ing Post. 

Rtaiaway (The), a Stoiv for the Young. BftbeAulihorof 
'^ Mrs. Jemiflgfaam's JounaL'^ With lUnstiatiote by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8va gilt /^,^^ 

** This is one of the best, if not indeed^ the very Vest^ of all the stories 
that has come before us this Christmc^s,^ The heroines are. both ' 
charming, and, unlike heroines^ they are as full of fiin as of cfiartns. 
It is an admirable book to read aloud to the young folk when they 
are all gathered round the fire, and nursea and other appatitiont 
are stUlfar aawy/'— Saturday Review. 
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Pember. — the tragedy of LESBOS. a Dnumtic Poem. 
By E. H. PufBU. Fc^ 8«<ci. 4r. 6d. 

l^muUdt^onthtOtry of Sappho. "He tdb ik storywUh dramatk 

JtrcM, »id in languid ^ai qftt» riser abaaa It graoAar." — 

Athenauk. 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND, B7 Mahqarbt E. PootK. New uid Cheaper 

Editioii. With Frontispiece bf R. Fairen. Crown 8to, Jr. 6rf, 

" Charming iltiriet 0/ peaiant life, ■mrUlm in sinnelMngaf Gtorgi 

EUefi Uylt. . . . I^ itpria catld m>t be titer iian ti^ art, at 

Sural at truth, as romaMit at fictien, fiiU ef peih^ie touches 

tttJ tlrwia tf grmane iunutiK, , . . Alt the iloriei are t/utiia 

^ ocAu/ 1!^ onwAtf tM(4 w MMa aML"— TiWBS. 

Population of an Old Pear Tree, p^oni the French 

of E. Van Brovssw. Edited by the Author of " The Hdr of 

RedclTfie." With HIuEtrations t^ Bbckbs. Cheaper Edition. 

Crown Svo. fflt. +r, &/. 

" Thit is Hoi a regular book of natural history, tut a description 0} 
all the living ereaturet that came and vietit in a summer's day 
ieneath an old fiear trte, obtergfd iy eyes thai had fer the nonee 
iecome mtcroscopie, recorded by a pen that finds dramas is eairy- 
Siitg, and iUuttrated iy a ibmity fmciL . . . Wt tan harMy 
/itney anyone mth a moderate itm-for the curiatHia of insect 
Hfe, or for ddkate French eapfi^ not Mnf bdun by Aat cUoer 
Aekhes." — GrrARSUK. "A TaMmsual and diarmmg Httte to^" 

-^ATHKN^njV. 

Prince Plorestao of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with Illustration and Map. Svo. doth. 

Extra gUt edges, Jt. A Fteridi Translatioa, 51. Also an Edition 

for the People. Crown Sro. \s. 

■' Those ■wha have read only ike extracts gaiM, vaff not need to be 

told horn ammting- and happily touched U is, Thotrmho read it fir 

other purposes than amusement can hardly miss lie soitr and 

sotind iolitical lessons -with miic A its light pi^rt aiound, andwhich 

in England as iy lie nation lo whom tkeasithor 

lis moral."— Pai.1- Mall Gazette, " Jhit 

clever, wUd vnlh animal spirit!, but thirwii>g 

le, amid all the heedless nonsense lehichJUls so 

-Daily Nkwb. " In anage lillle remarkable 

ical satire, thesparhle of tie pages gives them 

ww;"— Stakdasd. 

AND FABLES. By W. J. McQuORB 
esaor of Civil Enguweiw and Mechanics at 
fitrations. Crown Svo. 6s. 
Anthor ol "Fiioids in ConnciL" Crown 

Bf Jaubs Rkoasxs, Fop. Svo, 41. 6d, 


i8 BELLES LETTRES. 

Pember. — the tragedy of LESBOS. a Dramatic Poem. 
Shr E. H. PxMBKB. Fcap. 8va. ^. &/. 

Aunded upon the story of Sappho, ^He tdU Ms story wUh dramatic 
forcBy and in language that ofttu risex almost to graudgur,"-^ 

ATHENiEUM. 

Poole,— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 

Editioii. With Frontispiece hy R. Farren. Crown 8vo. $s, 6d. 

" Charming stories of peasant life, written in something of George 

Eliofs style, . . . I^ stories could not be other than thiy are^ as 

literal as truth, as romantie as- fiction,, full of paithdic touches 

and Mtrohes of genuine humour. . . .. All the stories are studies 

€f actual Hfky esceeuted with no mean artJ^-^TjUES. ^ 

Population of an Old Pear Tfec. From the French 
of E. Van Bruyssei^ Edited by the Author of "The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by Becker. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8va gilt 4r. 6d. 

*' This is not a regular booh of natural history, but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summer^ s day 
beneath an old pear tr^, obieroed by eyes that had for the nonce 
become microscopic, recorded by a pen that finds dramas in every* 
thing, and illustrated by a dcehiiy penciL- . . . Wi can hardly 
fancy anyone with et moderate turn fir the curiosit ie s of insect 
Hfe, or for ddicate French espHl^ not bang taken by these clever 
sketches, '^— -GaARDlAK. ^^A whimsical and charming little book, " 

*^ATHBNiVUM. 

Prince Plorestan of Monaco, The Fall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with mustration and Map. 8vo. cloth. 

Extra gilt edges, 5^. A French Translation, 5^^. Also an Edition 

for the Feople. Crown 8vo. is, 

*' Those who have read only the extracts grvm, will not need to be 
told how ameuing and happily touched it is. Thdsewho read it for 
other purposes uutn amusement can hanUy miss the sober and 
sound politiccd lessons with which its light pt^^ abound, and which 
are as much needed in England as by &e nation to whom the author 
directly addresses his moral,** — Pall Mall Gazette. ** This 
little booh if very clever, wild with animal spirits, but shewing 
plenty of good sense,^ amid all the heedless nonsense which fills so 
many of its pages, " — Daily News. '* In an age little remarkable 
fir powers of political satire, the sparkle of the pages gives them 
every claim to wdcome,** — STANDARD. 

Rankine.— SONGS AND fables. By W. J. McQuoRN 
Rankine, late Professor of Civil Engineering and' Mechanics at 
Glasgow. With lUnstrations. Crown 8Ta ts, 

Realmah. — ^By the Author of "Friends in Counca" Crown 
8vo. dr. 

Rhoades, — ^POEMS. By James Rhoades. Fcap. 8vo. 41. 6^ 
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Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a Sdtection of 
L^ends dmvn from Yalmiki's Sanskrit Poem, '^The Ramwfaoa." 

By F&SDEXIKA RZCIBARBSON. ClOWll 8^0. 7f. 6/. 

'*Jtis tmpossibU to read it vnthottt recpgnmng ike vatke umt interest 
of the Eastern epic. It it as fatseinaHng as a- fairy taU^ this* 
romantic poem oflndia,^ — Globs. " A chaiyiUng volume^ wAich 
at once enmeshes the reader in its snares,** — ATH£NiEi7M. 

Roby.— STORY OF A HOUSEHOLD,. AJ!ffI> OTHER VO%US% 
"By Ma&y K. Roby. Fcap, 8vo. 51. 

Rogers. — Works by J. E. Rogers :— 
RIDICULA REDIVTVA. Old Nursery Rhymes, mustrated in 
Coloms, with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. 31. 6d. • 

*' The most splendidy and at the same time M^ most realty meritorious 
of the boohs specially intended for childreny that Vfe hanet seem"'*^ 
SpectAiTOR. " These larg^ bright pictures vill attract children to 
really good and honest artistic work, and that ought not to be an 
xnd^erent consideration with parents who^ propose to educate: their 
children,^* — ^Pall Majli. Gazette- 

MORES RIDICULI. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated*i»e«Jlouis, 

with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. y. M 

** These worSd^^dd rhymes have never had and need, never- wish for 
et better pictoridl setting than- Jl&. /login's has given themj^ — 
Times. ^^ Nothing could be quainter or more Absurdly comical 
than most of the pictures^ which etre aJt earefUUy ex^uted and 
beautifully colouriiJ*^ — Globe. 

RMsettdi^-^'^odcd by Chwstina Rosbetit j— 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS; With two De- 
signs byD. G. RossETTi. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5&- 

":. ^She handles her littte marvel with that rare poetic discrimination 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym- 
bolism too far, nor keeps those wendm*^ in, the mer^faktlout ami 
capricious ste^. In f cut, she hoe produced a time thUdreris poem, 
which is far more d^ghtful^ to the mettue^ them tolhiidren, though 
it would be delightful to a//."— Spectatoil 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. IDustcated fey Arxhuk. Hughes. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4J. 6d, 

-** Certain to be a delight to many a juvenile fireside circle,^ — >Mqs.N- 
ING Post. 

Rtofiaway (The), a Stoiv fer tfa« Young. Bf the Amdior of 
' ^ Mrs. Jemiaigfaam's Journal. " With Hkistfatioiw by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8va gilt /^, 6d, ^ 

** This is one of the best, if not indeed the very Vest, of all the stories 
that has come before us this Christmas,^ The heroines are. both 
charming, and, unlike heroines, they are aspdlof fun as of charms. 
It is an admirable book to read aloud to the young folk when th^ 
are all gathered round the fire, and nurses and other apparitiont 
are stUlfar iwmy. ''^Saturday Review. 
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i8 BELLES LETTRES. 

Pember.— THE tragedy of LESBOS. a I>raiii«tie Poem. 

liunded upon the st&ry of Sappho. **If€ tdts Ms storywkk dramatic 
fora, and in language that ofiem tisef almost to graMdmr.**-^ 

ATHBNiEUM. 

Poole.— PICTURES OF COTTAGE LIFE IN THE WEST 

OF ENGLAND. By Margaret E. Poole. New and Cheaper 

Edition. With Frontispiece by R. Farren. Cnywn 8vo. 3J. €il. 

" Charming stories of peasant life, written in something of George 

Eliofs style, . . . J^ stories could not be other than thiy artf as 

literal as truth, as romautie or ficH^^ full of pathdie touches 

etnd Hrohes of genuine humour* . . . All the stories are studies 

of actual life, executed with n9mMMmrt/*'--''Twxs. ^ 

Population of an Old Pear Tliec. From the French 
of E. Van Bruyssel, Edited by the Author of **The Heir of 
Redclyffe." With Illustrations by BECKER. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown Svo. gilt 4/. 6^. 

'' This is not a regular Book of natural history , but a description of 
all the living creatures that came and went in a summer^ s day 
beneath an old pear tr^^ obierBed by eyes thai had for the nonce 
become microscopicy reeorded by a pen that finds dramas in euery' 
thing, and illustrated by a dainty ptnciL . . . Wk emn hardly 
fancy anyone with u moderate turttfir the cu r ioo it ies of insect 
Hfe, or for delicate French tspAt^ not bang tcdkeio by these clever 
sketches,^— 4i\ShXDUi», **A wkimsicai and charming Httk book.** 

Prince Plorestan of Monaco, The Pall of. By 

Himself. New Edition, with IHustiation and Map. Svo. doth. 

Extra gUt edges, 5^. A French Translation, ^. Also an Edition 

for the reople. Crown Svo. is. 

'^ TTkose who have read only the extracts grutn, wiU not need to be 
told how amusing and happily touched it is. TTkosewko read it for 
other purposes thttn amusement can hardly miss the sober and 
sound political lessons with which its light pages abound, and which 
are as much needed in England as by SunaHon to whom the author 
directly addresses his moral.** — Pall Mall Gazette. " This 
little book /r very clever, wUd with animal spirits, but showing 
plenty of good sense, amid all the heedless nonsense which Jills so 
many of its pages.** — Daily News. " In an age little remarkable 
fir powers of political satire, the sparkle of the pages gives them 
every claim to welcome.** — STANDARD. 

Rankinc.— SONGS AND FABLES. By W. J. XfcQuoRN 
Ranxine, late Professor of Civil Engineering and' Mechanics at 
Glasgow. With lUnstrations. Crown Sra Ss. 

Realmah. — ^By Oie Author of "Friends 10 Council" Crown 
8yo. df. 

Rhoades,— POEMS. By James Rhoades. Fcap. 8m 41. « 
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Richardson.— THE ILIAD of the east, a S^bstion of 

L^ends dmvn from Yafaniki's Saooskrit Poem, ''The Rama^fana." 

By F&BDBRIKA RiCIKA&SSON. Ctowii Svo. fs, 6tl, 

"It is tmposdbU to read it toUhout rtaogfming tketfohu and interert 

of the Eastern epic. It it as /animating as a fairy taUr tAis' 

romantic poem of India. " — Globb. ' ' A chaiyning zwtunu, wSich 

at once enmeshes the reader in its snares.**^ — ATHBNiSUU. 

Raby.— STORY OF A HaUSEHOiJVAIfO-OTHBE POEM&. 
By Maky K. Roby. Fcap* 8vo. 5^. 

Rogers. — ^Works by T. E. Rogbrs :— 
RIDICULA REDIVIVA. Old Nursery Rhymes. Bltistrated in 
Colours, with Ornamental Cover. Qrown 4to. 'y, 6d, • 

** The most splendid, and at the same time the most realfy meritorious 
of the books specially intended for cMildren, that we kmm seen^"-**- 
Sfectao^oiu ** These larg^ Inight pictures vill attract children to 
really good and honest artistic work^ and that ought not to be an 
indSferent consideration Toith parents who^ propose to edmtair their 
ehildreny — ^Pall Mali* Gazette^ 

MORES RIDICULI. Old Nursery Rhymes. Illustrated' i» Colours, 

with Ornamental Cover. Crown 4to. 3^. 6d. 

•* These world^d rhymes home never had and need never- wish for 
u better pictoricd setting than' M^, Rogers has given themj'* — 
Times. *^ Nothing could be quainter or more cUfsurdly comiccU 
than most of the pictures^ which ard att eanfidly ejt^uted and 
beautifully coloured^ — Globe. 

RiiSsettL-i^Worla by Chi^stria Roesmr :— 

GOBLIN MARKET, AND OTHER POEMS. With twd De- 
signs byD. G. RossBTTi. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5&- 

"^ ^She handles her little marvd with that rare poetic discriminaiibn 
which neither exhausts it of its simple wonders by pushing sym^ 
bolism too far, nor koepe those w$ndme ^, t^ tnmid^ fabulous eutd 
capriciour stage. In fad, she hae produced a ISHm ihddrefis p6em^ 
which is far more deiightful' to the mating than to^thiUrm, though 
it would be delightful to a//."— Spectator. 

SPEAKING LIKENESSES. IHustxated l^ Arthua Hughes. 
Crown 8vo. gilt edges. 4J. 6d, 

." Certain to be a d^ight to many a juvenile fireside circle.^ —^^iRXi' 
ING Post. 

Rktsaway (The), a Ston^ for the Young. Bvrthe A«<^or of 
' ^ Mrs. Jemiittfaam's Jotmal. " With Ilki6tiati«&» by J. Lawson. 
Globe 8vo. gilt 4r, 6^ ^ 

'' This is one of the best, if not indeed the very, best, of all the stories 
that has come before us this Christmas,^ The heroines are both ' 
charming, and, unlike heroines^ they are asjuU of fun as of charms. 
It is an admirable book to read aloud to the young folk when they 
are all ga^ered round the fire, and nursed emd other appeurithnt 
are stUlfar flway."^— Saturday Rbvibw. 

B2 
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Ruth and her Friends, a Story for Girls. With a Frontis- 
piece. Fourth Edition. i8mo. Qoth extra. 2x. 6^. 
" We wish all the schoolgirls and home-taught girls in the land had 
the opportunity of reading ilr.">-NoNCONFORUiST. 

Scouring of the White Horse; or, the Long 

VACATION RAMBLE OF A LONDON CLERK. lUustrated 
by DOYLK. Imp. i6mo. Cheaper Issue. 3j. 6d, 

Shairp (Principal).— KILMAHOE, a Highland Pastoral, with 

other Poems. By John Campbell Shairp, Principal of the 

United College, St Andrews. Fcap. 8yo. $s. 

" JCilmahoe is a H^hland Pastoral, redolent of the warm soft air 

of the western lochs and moors^ shetched out loith remarhable 

grace and picturesquenessy — Saturday Rbvibw. 

Shakespeare. — ^The Works of William Shakespeare. Cam- 
bridge Edition. Edited by W. George Clark,' M. A. andW. 
Aldis Wright, M.A. Nine vols. 8vo. cloth. 4/. 141. td. 
The Guardian calls it an **excdlent, and, to the student, almost 

indispensable edition ; " and the Examiner caUs it. " an unrivalled 

edition,^* » 

Shakespeare's Tempest. Edited with Glossanal and Ex- 
planatory Notes, by the Rev. J. M. Jefhson. New Edition. 
jSmo. IS, 

Slip (A) in the Fens.— Ulustnited by the Author. Crown 
8vo. dr. 
** An artistic little volume, for every page is a picture,"^^TlUES. "// 

Tviil he read with pleasure^ and with a pleasure that is cdtogether 

innocent,^* — Saturday Review. 

Smith. — POEMS. By. Catherine Barnard Smith. Fcap. 
8vo. Sj. 

Smedley.— TWO dramatic poems. By Menella Bute 
Smedley, Author of ** Lady Grace," &c. Extra fcap. 8vo. 6s. 
** A really beautiful drama. -^Atb^vauk, 

Smith (Rev. Walter).— hymns of CHRIST AND THE 

CHRISTIAN LIFE. By the Rev. Walter C. Smith, M.A. 

Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

** These are among the sweetest sacred poems we have read for a long 
time. With no profuse imagery, expressing a range of feeling 
and expression by no means uncommon, they are true and etevatea^ 
and their pathos is Profound and xxm^."— Nongonformist. 

Stanley •— TRUE TO life.— A SIMPLE STORY. By Mary 
Stanley. Crown 8vo. lox. 6d. 

*^ For many a long day we have not met with a more simple, healthy, 
and unpretending story.** — Standard. 

Stephen (C. E.^— the service of the poor ; being 
an Inquiry into the Reasons for and against the Establishment of 
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Religious Sisterhoods for Charitable Purposes. By Caroune 

Emilia Stephen. Crown 8to. 6s. 6d, 

**It touches incidentally and ivith muck wisdom and tenderness on 
so many of the rekttions of women, particularly of single women, 
with society, that it may be read with advantage by many who 
have never thought of entering a Sisterhood,*^ — Spectator. 

Stephens (J. B.)— convict once, a Poem. By J. 

Brunton Stephens. Extra fcap. Svo. 3j. dd. 

** It is as far more interesting than ninety-nine novels out of a 

hundred, as it is superior to them in power, worth, and beautv. 

We should most strongly advise everybody to read * Convict Once, * 

— ^Wbstminster Review. 

Streets and Lanes of a City : Being the Reminiscences 
of Amy Button. With a Preface by the Bishop of Salis- 
bury. Second and Cheaper Edition. Globe Svo. 2s, 6d, 
** One of the most really striking books that has ever come before us," 
— Literary Churchman. 

Strivelyne — ^THE princess of SILVERLAND; and 
other Tales. By Elsie Strivelyne. With Frontispiece by Sir 
Noel Paton. Globe Svo. gilt. 4s. 
" Delightfully fresh and original." — GRAPHIC. , 
** Readetble and pleasant" — ATHENiEUM. 

Thring.— SCHOOL SONGS. A CoUection of Songs for Schools. 
With the Music arranged for four Voices. Edited by the Rev. E. 
Thring and H. Riccius, Folio, yj. 6d, 

Tom Brown's School Days. — ^By An Old Boy. 

Golden Treasury Edition, ^, 6d, People's Edition, 2s, 

With Seven Illustrations by A. Hughes and Sydney Hall. 

Crown Svo. 6s, 

** The most famous bo^s book in the language,^ — Daily News. 

Tom Brown at Oxford. — ^New Edition. With Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 
** Inno other work that we can call to mind are the finer qualities of 

the English gentleman more happily portrayed" — Daily News. 

**A book of great power and truth,"— National Review. 

Trench. — ^Works by R. Chenevix Trench, D.D., Archbishop 
of Dublin. (For other Works by this Author, see Theological, 
Historical, and Philosophical Catalogues.) 
POEMS. Collected and arranged anew. Fcap. Svo. Js, 6d, 
ELEGIAC POEMS. Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. 2s, 6d. 

CALDERON'S LIFE'S A DREAM : The Great Theatre of the 
World. With an Essay on his Life and Genius. Fcap. Svo. 4;. 6d. 

HOUSEHOLD BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY. Selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by Archbishop Trench. Second Edition. 
Extra fcap. Svo. 5x. 6d* 
* * 71k£ Archbishop has conferred in this delightful volume an important 
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Trench {PLTtMnAo^y^-ttrntifmed. 

£ift OH the whatt RngUsh'Speaking population qf the worldj* — 
l!^m.L MALL'Gazrm. 

SACRED I^ATIN POETRY, Chiefly LyriooL Selected and 
arranged for Use. By Archhifllun> Tjlench. Third Edition* 

\^Ulf cCtcu aild TiiiprGTCu. Fc^p. SYC. 7^* 

JUSTIN MARTYR, AND OTHER POEMS. Emh ESOod. 
Fcap. Svo. dr. 

TroUope (Anthony). — sir harry hotspur of 

HUMBLETHWAITE. By Amthony T&oixope. Author of 

" Framley Parsonage," etc. Cheap Editioa ^lobe Sto. 2j. 6d^ 

The ATHENiEUM remarks: '* No reader who begins to read this book 

isHkely to lay U down until the lastpageis turned. This brilliani 

novd appears -to us decidedly more successful than any other of Mr. 

Trollcpes shorter stories,** 

Tnmcr. — ^Works by the Rev. Chakles Tennysom Turner : — 

SONNETS. Dedicated to his Brother, the Poet Laureate. Fcap. 

Sto. 4x. 6d, 
SMALL TABLEAUX. Foap.f¥9w ^6d. 

Tyrwhitt._OUR SKETCHING CLUR Letters and Studies 
on Landscape Art By Rev. R. Sx. John Tyrwuitt, M.A. 
With an Authorized Reproduction of the Lessons and Woodcuts 
in Professor Rus^kin's ** Elements of Drawing.*' Crown 8vo. 
is, '€</. 

Under the Limes.— By the Author of "Christina Nortii.'' 
Second Edition. Crown dvo. 6f. 

'' One of the prettiest and best told stories which it has been our 
good fortune to read for a longtime,** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

VittCMTiA Colomut.— LIFE AND POEMS. By Mrs. Hemrt 
Roscos. Crown Sto. gs. 

Waller.— SIX weeks in the saddle : a tWnter's journal 
n Iceland. By S. E. Waller. lUnstrated by the Author. 
Crown Svo. €tf. 

**An exceedingly pleasant and naturally written little book, . . Mr* 
Waller has a dever pencil^ and the tesst is well iUusiitated with hit 
awn f ketches,** — ^TiMBS. 

Wandering IVillte. By the Author ot " EffieVFriends," and 
'^JohnHoOieiton." Third Edition. Ciown Sto. 6x. 
**" Thisis cmidyll rf rareiruth and beauty, • . • T%c sUry is timpU 
and touching, ike s^le ^ extraordinaey delieacy, precision^ and 
picturesyueness, , » , A charming gift-book for young ladies not 
yet promoted to nouds, and will amily repay those qf their elders 
who may give an hour to its perusal.**— BtklVX News. 

AVebster. — Works by Augusta Wsbstbr i-^ 

**If Mre, Wtbfkr iniy remaim irm to Atm^j she wSl asturuBf 
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ia^ a higher-rank as a pod Ukan any vHnnan has yei daneJ*^ 
Westminster Rbvisw. 

DRAMATIC STUDIES. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5*. 
"^ volume as strongly marked by perfect taste as by poetic ^cwerJ**'^ 
Nonconformist. 

A WOMAN SOLD, AND OTHER POEMS. Crown 8vo. *js. M. 
*^ Mrs, Webster kas shown ns tkat sheets able to draw admirably 
from the life; that she can observe vskh snbtlety, and render her 
observations with delicacy; that she can int^sonate complex con* 
ceptions and venture into which few Hoin^ writers can foUow her. " 
—Guardian. 

PORTRAITS. Second Edition. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d. 

*^Mrs. JVebster^s poems exhibit simplicity and tenderness . . . her 
taste is perfect . . . This simplicity is combined with a subtlety of 
thoughtffxling^ and observation which demand that attention which 
onty real lovers of poetry are apt to bestow" — Westminster 
Review. 

PROMETHEUS BOUND OF iESCHYLUS. Uterally translated 

into English Verse. , Extra fcap. 8yo. 3^. 6d, 

** Closeness and simplicity combined with literary skill.^* — Athe- 
NiSUM. '* Mrs. Webster^ s * Dramatic Studies ' and * IVanslatton 
of Prometheus ' ha&e won for her an honourable place among our 
female poets. She writes with remarkable vigour and dramatic 
realiecftion^ and bids fair to be the most successftU claimant of Mrs, 
Browning's mantle/'^-^BKiTiSK Quarterly Review. 

MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. literally translated into English 

Verse. Extra fcap. 8vo. 3J. 6d, 

"Mrs, Webster's translation surpasses our utmost expectations. It is 
a photograph of the original without any oj that harshness which 
so often accompanies a photograph" — Westminster Review. 

THE AUSPICIOUS DAY. A Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 
8vo. 5j; 

** The * Auspicious Day ' shows a marked advance^ not only in art, 
but, in what is of far more importance, in breadth of thought and 
intelUctual grasp " — ^Westminster Review. ** This drama is 
a man^statiou of high dramatic power on the part of the gifted 
writer, and entitled to our warmest admircUion, as a worthy piece 
of work, " — Standa&ix 

YU-PE-YA'S LUTE. A Chinese Tale m English Verse. Extra 
fcap. 8yo. 3^ . td, 

** A very charming tale, charmingly told in damty verse, with 
occasional lyrics of tender beauty,"^ — Standard. " We close the 
book with the renewed conviction that in Mrs, Webster we have a 
profound and original poet* The book is ntarked not by mere 
sweetness ,of mdody — rare as that gift is — but by the M^fmiJtdy 
rarer gifts of dramatic power, of passion, and sympathetic insight," 
— ^Westminster Review^ 
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When I was a Little Girl, stories for children. 

By the Author of **SL Olave's." Fourth Edition, Extra fcap. 

8vo. 4r. 6^. With Eight Illustrations by L. Frolich. 

*^ At the head^ and a long way ahead^ of all books for girlsj we 
fiace ' When I was a IMtle Girl.' ''—Times. '* It is one of the 
choicest morsels oj child-biography which we have met with,** — 
Nonconformist. 

White.— RHYMES BY WALTER WHITE. 8yo. 7j. ed. 

Whittier.— JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER'S POETICAL 
WORKS. Complete Edition, with Portrait engraved by C. H. 
TxKNS. i8mo. 4J. 6d, 

* Mr. Whittier has all the smooth melody and the pathos of the author 
of * Hiawatha^ with a grtater nicety of description and a 
quainter fancy,** — GRAPHIC. 

Wolf.— THE LIFE AND HABITS OF WILD ANIMALS. 

Twenty Illustrations by Joseph Wolf, engraved by J. W. and E. 

Whymper. With descriptive Letter-press, by D. G. Elliot, 

F.L.S. Super royal 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. 2is. 

This is the last series of drawings which will be made by Mr. Wolf, 
either upon wood or stone. The Pall Mall Gazette says: 
" The fierce, untameable side of brute nature has never received a 
more robust and vigorous interpretation^ and the various incidents 
in which particular character is shown are set forth with rare dra- 
matic power. For excellence that will endure, we incline to place 
this very near the top of the list of Christmas books. *^ And the 
Art Journal observes, ** Rardy, if ever, have we seen animal 
life more forcibly and beautifully depicted than in this really 
splendid volume. 
Also, an Edition in roval folio, handsomely bound in Morocco 

elegant, Proofs before Letters, each Proof signed by the Engravers. 

Price 8/. 8j. 

Wollaston.— LYRA DEVONIENSIS. By T. V. Wollaston, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 3x. 6d. 

^*Itis the work of a man of refined tcute, of deep rdigious sentiment^ 
a true artist, and a good Christian.** — Church Times. 

Woolner.— MY beautiful lady. By Thomas Woolner. 

With a Vignette by Arthur Hughes. Third Edition. Fcap. 

8vo. 5j. 

*' No man can read this poem without being struck by the fitness and 

finish of the workmanship, so to speak, as well cu by the chcutened 

and unpretending loftiness of thought which pervades the whole!* 

---Globx. 

Words from the Poets. Selected by the Editor of " Rays 

of Sunlight" With a Vignette and Frontispiece. i8mo. limp., is. 

" The sdection aims at popularity, and deserves it,** — Guardian. 

Yonge (C. M.) — Works by Charlotte M. Yonge. 
THE HEIR OF REDCLYFFE. Twentieth Edition. With lUus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. dr. 
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Yonge (C. M.) — continued, 

HEARTSEASE. Thirteenth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. df. 
THE DAISY CHAIN. Twelfth Edition. With Illustrations. 

Crown Svo. dr. 
THE TRIAL: MORE LINKS OF THE DAISY CHAIN. 

Twelfth Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo. df. 

DYNEVOR TERRACE. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

HOPES AND FEARS. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

THE YOUNG STEPMOTHER. Fifth Edition, Crown 8to. ^j. 
CLEVER WOMAN OF THE FAMILY. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 6x. 

THE DOVE IN THE EAGLE'S NEST. Fourtii Edition. 
Crown 8vo. dr. 

" We think the authoress of ' The Heir of Redely ffe^ has surpassed 
her previous efforts in this illuminated chronicle of the olden time.^^ 
— British Quarterly. 
THE CAGED LION. Illustrated. Third Edition. Crown 8ro. 6s. 
** Prettily and tenderly written^ attd will with young people especially 
be a ^ecU favourite J^ — Daily News. *^ Everybody should read 
this, — Literary Churchman. 

THE CHAPLET OF PEARLS; or, THE WHITE AND 
BLACK RIB AUMONT. Crown 8vo. 6s. New Edition. 
** Miss Yonge hcu brous^ht a lofty aim as well as high art to the con' 
struction of a story which may claim a place among the best efforts 
in historical romance." —MoRiiiiiG Post. ** The plot, in truth, 
is of the very first order of merit." — Spectator. " We have 
seldom read a more charming story. " — Guardian. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAGE. A Tale of the L^t Crusade. 

Illustrated. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

" A tale which, we are sure, will give pleasure to many others besides 
the young people for whom it is specially intended. . . . This 
extremely prettily-told story does not require the guarantee afforded 
by the name of the author of *^ The Heir of Redclyffe* onthetitle- 
page to ensure its becoming a universal favourite,"— S^XJVLUa 
Evening Mail. 

THE LANCES OF LYNWOOD. , New Edition, witii Coloured 
Illustrations. i8mo. 4^. 6d, 

" The illustrations are very spirited and rich in colour, and the 
story can hardly fail to charm the youthful reader,'* — ^MANCHESTER 
Examiner. 

THE LITTLE DUKE : RICHARD THE FEARLESS. New 
Edition. Illustrated. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

A STOREHOUSE OF STORIES. First and Second Series. 
Globe 8vo. 3^. 6d, each. 

Contents of First Series :— History of Philip Quaxll— 
Goody Twoshoes — The Governess — ^Jemima Placid — The Perambu- 
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Yonge (C. M.) — continued, 

lations of a Mouse— The Villagje Schoolr-Tke Litde Queen— 
;;. History of Little Jack. 

" Miss Yonge has done great wnnceto tke infantry af this generation 

by putting these eleven stories of sage simplicity within their reach,** 

—British Quajlterly Review. _ 

Contents of second series :*-i^amily Stories — ^Elemeutsof 
Morality — A Puzzle for a Curious Girl — Blossoms of Morality. 

A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEDS OF ALL TIMES AND ALL 
COUNTRIES. Gathered and Narrated Anew. New Edition, 
with Tw«ity Illustrations by Frolich. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 6s, 
((See also Golden Treasury Series). Cheap Edition, is, 
** We have seen no prettier gift-book for a long time^ and none which^ 

both for its cheapness and the spirit in which it has been compiled^ 

is more deserving of praise,** — ATHENiEUM. 

LITTLE LUCY'S WONDERFUL GLOBE. Pictured by 
Frolich, and narrated by Charlotte M. Yonge. Second 
Edition. Crown 4to. cloth gilt, ts, 
*** Lucys Wonderful Globe* is capital, and will give its youthful 

readers more idea of foreign countries and customs than any number 

of books of geography or travd.** — Graphic. 

CAMEOS FROM ENGLISH HISTORY. From Rollo to 
Edward II. Extra fcap. 8vo. 5^. Second Edition, enlarged. Ss, 

A Second Series. THE WARS IN FRANCE. Extra fcap, 
8vo. 5j. 

** Instead of dry details" says the Nonconformist, ^^we have 
living pictures, faithful, vimd, and striking** 

P^s AND Q's ; or, THE QUESTION OF PUTTING UPON. 

With Illustrations by C. O. MvRRAT. Second Edition. Globe 

8vo. cloth gilt. 4r. 6d, 

* ' One oj her most successful little pieces .... just what a narrative 
should be, each incident simply and naturally related, no preaching 
or moralising, and yet the moral coming out fnost powerfully, and 
the whole story not too long, or with the least appearance of being 
spun out,** — ^Literary Churchman. 

THE PILLARS OF THE HOUSE; OR, UNDER WODE, 
UNDER RODE. Second Edition. Four vols, crown 8vo. 2Qf. 
** A domestic story oJ English professional life, which for sweetness 
of tone and absorbing interest from first to last has never been 
rivalled" — Standard. ** Miss Yonge hcts certainly added to 
her already high reputation by this charming book, which, although 
in four volumes, is not a single page too long, but keeps the reader^ s 
attention fixed to the end, Indem we are onfy sorry there is not 
another volume to come, and part with the Underwood family with 
sincere regret,** — Court Circular, 

LADY HESTER; OR, URSULA'S NARRATIVE. Second 
Edition. Crowm Btro. 6^. 
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** We shall mot antid^ak the iainest by fpUDmSadngthe ^t, Mivt 
skctU onfy say that readtrs will find in it all tJu^grvu^aUnisSi right 
fedingf and delicate perception which they have bun doi^ accustomed 
to look/or in Miss Kmij^x wri^i^."-^UARDiAN. 
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MAOMIIUN'S mm< TRaSURY SERIES. 

'Cnieormly prxBted in iSmo., with Vignette Titles by Sir 
NoBL Patok, T. Woolner, W. Holmaw Hunt, J. E. 
MiLLAis, Arthur Hughes, &c. Eaagraved on Steel by 
Jeens. Bound in extra cloth, 45. 6^. each volume. Also 
kept in morocco and calf bindings. 

*' Messrs* MacmUlan have, in their Golden Treasury Series, e^ecially 
provided editions of standard works, volumes 0/ selected poetry, and 
original compositions^ which entitle this series to be ccdled classical . 
Nothitfg can be better than the literary esBcctttion, nothing more 
ek^nt than the material workmanship** — Sbjtish Quarterly 
lUviEW. 

The Golden Treasury of the Best Songs and 

LYRICAL POEMS IN THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE. 

Selected and arranged, with Notes, by Francis Turner 

Palgravx. 

" This cklightfiU little volume, the Golden Treasury, which contains 
many of the best origincU lyrical pieces and songs in our language, 
groups with care CMd skill, so as to illustrate each other like the 
pictures in a well-arranged gallery ** — Quarterly Review. 

The Children's Garfand from the best Poets. 

Selected and arranged by Coventry Patmork. 

" // includes specimens of all the great masters in the art of poetry, 
selected with the matured judgment of a man concentrated on 
obtaining insight into the feelings and tastes of childhood, and 
desirous to awaken its finest impulses, to cultivate Us keenest sensi' 
bilities" — Morning Post. 

The Book of Praise. From the Best English Hyxan Writers. 
Selected and arranged by Lord Selbourne. A New and En- 
larged Edition, 

^* All previous compilations of this kind must 4indenia&ly for the 
present give place to the Book of Praise, . . . The selection has 
been made throughout with sound judgment and critical taste. The 
pains invohfid in this compilation mutt hcofe iam immense, em- 
braas^ as it does, every writer of itoie in this special province oj 
English literature, and ranging over the moot widefy divergent 
tracM nf religiom Ma»SQi^"--*SATURniA.v Rxvibw. 
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The Fairy Book ; the Best Popular Fairy Stories. Selected 
and rendered anew by Ht^t Author of <* John Halifax, 
Gentlxman/' 

** A ddightful selection^ in a delightful external form ; full of the 
physical splendour and vast opulence of proper fairy taUsJ* — 
Sfbctator. 

The Ballad Book, a Selection of the Choicest British Ballads. 

Edited by William Allingham. 

' * His taste as a judge of old poetry ipUl be found, hy all acquainted with 
the various readings of old English ballads, true enough to justify 
his undertaking so critical a tash "Saturday Rsvisv^C. 

The Jest Book. The Choicest Anecdotes and Sayings. Selected 
and arranged by Mark Lemon. 

" The fullest and best jest book that has yet appeared.**^SATVRDAY 
Review. 

Bacon's Essays and Colours of Good and Evil. 

With Notes and Glossarial Index. By W. Aldis Wright, 

M.A. 

" The beautiful little edition of Bacon^s Essays, now before us, does 
credit to the taste and scholarship of Mr, Aldis Wright, , , . Is 
puts the reader in possession of all the essential literary facts and 
chronology necessary for reading the Essays in connection with 
Bacon* s life and times,** — Spectator. 

The Pilgrim's Progress from this World to that which is to 
come. By John Bunyan. 
** A beautiful and scholarly reprint,^"* — Spectator. 

The Sunday Book of Poetry for the Young. 

Selected and arranged by C. F. Alexander. 

*M well-selected volume of Sacred Foetfy,*'-^SFECTATOK. 

A Book of Golden Deeds of All Times and All Countries- 
Gathered and narrated anew. By the Author of '* The Heir of 
Rbdclyffe." 

"... To the young, J or whom it is especially intended, as a most 
interesting collection of thrilling tales well told; and to their elders, 
as a useful handbook of reference, and a pleasant one to take up 
when their wish is to while away a weary half hour. We have 
seen no prettier gift-book for a longtime** — ATHENiEUM. 

The Poetical Works of Robert Burns. Edited, with 

Biographical Memoir, Notes, and Glossary, by Alexander 
Smith. Two Vols. 

^^ Beyond all question this is the most beautiful edition of Burns 
yet out,**— Edivburgk Daij-y Review. 

The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. Edited fiom 

the Original Edition by J. W. Clark, M. A. FeUow of Trinity 

College, Cambridge. 

*' Mutilated and modijied editions of this English classic atr S0 tnMcA 
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therule^ thai a cheap and pretty copy of it^ rigidly exact to the 
original^ will be a priu to many booh'buyers^*-^^JiiPMiiHis.^ 

The Republic of Plato. Translated into English, with 
Notes by J. LI, Davies, M.A. and D. J. Vaughan, M.A. 
*M dainiv and cheap little edition,*^ — Examiner. 

The Song Book. Words and Tunes from the best Poets and 
Musicians. Selected and arranged by John Hullah, Professor 
of Vocal Music in King's College, London. 

" A choice collection of the sterling songs of England, Scotland, and 
Ireland^ with the music of each prefixed to the Words, How much 
true wholesome pleasure such a booh can diffuse, and will diffuse, 
we trust through many thousand families^ — Examiner. 

La Lyre Francaise. Selected and arranged, with Notes, by 
GusTAVE Masson, French Master in Harrow School. 
A sdection of the best French songs and lyrical pieces. 

Tom Brown's School Days. By An Old Boy. 

" A perfect gem of a booh. The best and most healthy booh about 
boys for boys that ever was. written,^^ — Illustrated Times. 

A Book of Worthies. Gathered from the Old Histories and 
written anew by the Author of " The Heir of Redclyffe." 
With Vignette. 
** An admirable addition to an admirable series,** — Westminster 

Review. 
A Book of Golden Thoughts. By Henry Attwell, 

Knight of the Order of the Oak Crown. 
« * Mr. Attwdlhas produced a book of rare value . . , . Happily it 
is' small enough to be carried about in the pocket, and of such a com- 
panion it would be difficult to weary** — Pall Mall GAZETTE. 

Guesses at Truth. By Two Brothers. New Edition. 

The Cavalier and his Lady. Selections from the Works 
of the First Duke and Duchess of Newcastle. With an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Edward Jenkins, Author of ** Ginx's Baby," 
&C. iSmo. 4r. dd. 
**A charming little volume.'*^SrAJiTy/LKD, 

Theologia Germanica. — ^Which setteth forth many fair Linea- 
ments of Divine Truth, and saith very lofty and lovely things 
touching a Perfect Life. Edited by Dr. Pfeifper, from the only 
complete manuscript yet known. Translated from the German^ 
by Susanna Winkworth. With a Preface by the Rev. Charles 
KiNGSLEY, and a Letter to the Translator by the Chevalier 
Bunsen, D.D. 

Milton's Poetical Works. — Edited, with Notes, &c., by 
Professor Masson, Two vols. i8mo. 9s. 

Scottish Song, a Selection of the Choicest Lyrics of Scodand, 
Compiled and arranged, with brief Notes, by Mary Carlyle 
Aitkin. i8mo. 4r. 6d. 
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** Miss Akketis e^tquisite tQlfection tf Se^tHsh Smg is so al^ring, 
and suggatf so many topics, tkatweftnd it difficuU to lay it down, 
T^ book is one that should find apiaee in way libraty^ we had 
almost said in every pockety and the summer tourist who ^wishes to 
carry with him into the country a volume of genuine poetry^ will 
find it difficult to select one containing within so small a compass 
so much of rarest value, '*— Spectator. 


MAGKIILLAN'S GLOBE LIBRARY. 

Beautifully printed on toned paper and bound in cloth extra^ gilt 
algesy price 4^. 6c/. each ; in cloth plainy. 31. 6d» Also h^t in a 
variety oj calf and morocco bindings at moderate prices. 

Books, Wordsworth says, ace 

'^the spirit breathed ' 
By dead men. to their kind ;*' 

and the aim of the put^aheis of tile Globe Library has 
been to make it possible for the universal kin of &^g^h- 
speaking men to hold communion with the loftiest " spirits 
of the mighty dead ; ** to put within the reach of all classes 
complete and accurate editions, carefully and clearly printed 
upon the best paper, in a convenient form, at a moderate 
price, of the works of the mastsr-iiikds of English 
Literature, and occasionally of foreign litenttare in an 
attractive English dress. 

The Editors, by their scholarship and special study of 
their authors, are competent to a£&)rd every assistance to 
readers of all kinds : this assistance is rendered by original 
biographies, glossaries of unusual or obsolete words, and 
critical and explanatory notes* 

The publishers hope, therefore, that these Globe Editions 
may prove worthy of acceptance by all classes wherever the 
English Language is spoken, and by their universal circula- 
tion justify their distinctive epithet ; while at the saine time 
they spread and nourish a common sympathy with nature's 
most "finely touched ** spirits, and thus help a Ktde to 
"make the whole world kin." 

The Saturday Review says : '* The Globe Editions are adnurdbie 
for their scholarly editing, their typographical excellence, their com- 
pndiousfirm, and their cheapness. The British Q0AlPf«M.y 
REVIEW sc^s: **/n compendiousness, elegance, and schoiarMness, 
the Globe Editions 0/ Messrs, MacmUlan surpass any popular series 
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0f our classics hitherto giuen to the puiHc, As near an approach 
to miniature perfection as hcts ever Seen made^^* 

Shakespeare's Complete Works. Edited by w. G. 

Clark, M.A.,-and W. Aldis Wright, M. A., of Trinity College, 

Cambridge, Editors of the ''Cambridge Shakespeare." With 

Glossary, pp. 1,075. 

The KiTX&'KXJTtn. says this edition is **a marvd of beauty ^ cheapness y 
and comp€u:tness. . . . For the busy man, above alt for the 
vrorhing student, this is the best of all existing- Shakespeares,^^ 
And the Pall Mall Gazette observes : "To have produced 
the con^ete worhs of the worUPs greatest poet in such a fornix 
and at a price within the reach of every one, is of itself almost 
sufficient to give the publishers a claim to be considered public bene- 
factors/* 

Spenser's Complete Works. E(Kted from the Original 

Editions and Manuscripts, by R. Morris^ with a Memoir by J. 

W. Hales, M.A. With Glossary, pp. Iv., 736. 

*^ Worthy— -and higher praise it needs not — of the beautiful * Globe 

Series* The toork is edited imih all the care so noble a poet 

deserves** — Daily News. 

Sir Walter Scott's Poetical Works. Edited with a 

Biographical and Critical Memoir by Francis Turner Palgrave, 

and copious Notes, pp. xliii., 559. 

" We can almost^ sympathise ttntk a miidle-a^ grwnbler^ "vakfy c^ier 
riding Mr, Pilgraxtis memoir and introduction, should exclaim 
— ^ Whyiaas there net such an edition of Scott when Ivms a school' 
boyf**'-^VAMJOlA». 

Complete Works of Robert Barns. — the Ipoems, 

SONGS, AND LETTERS, edited from the best Printed and 
Manuscript Authorities, witJi Glossarial Index, Notes, and a 
Biographical Memoir 1^ Alb^scandqr Smith, pp. Ixii., 636. 
*' Admirable in all respiicts.'*-^SvBCtATO^ '* The chee^at, the 

most perfect, and the most interesting edition TvkicA heu ever been 

published J*— ^klCs Messenger. 

Robinson Crusoe. Edited after the Origiiial Editions^ with a 

, Biographical Introductioii by Henry Kingsley. jsp. xjcjd., 607. 

"A most excellent and in every way desirable edition^ — Court 

Circular. ^^Macmillan's * Globe* Robinson Crusoe is a book to 

have and to ^^^j^."— MORNING STAR. 

Goldsmith's Miscellaneous Work^. Edited, with 

Biographical Introdttctioa, by Professor Masson. pp. Ix., 695. 

^Such an admirabU compendium of the facts of GoldsmUh*s life, 

and so ear^ and minute a ddineation of the mixed traits of his 

peculiar character as to be a very model of a literary biography 

in little,** — Scotsman. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Edited^ with Notes and Intro- 
ductory Memoir, by Adolphus William Ward, M. A., Fellow 
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of St. Peter*s College, Cambridge, and Pmfessor of History in 

Owens College, Manchester, pp. liL, 508. 
• TAe Literary Churchman remark : ** TTie ediior^s awn notes 
and introductory memoir are excellent y the memoir alone would be 
cheap and well worth buying at the price of the whole volume.'^ 

Dryden's Poetical Works. Edited, with a Memoir, 

Revised Text, and Notes, by W. D. Christie, M.A., of Trinity 

College, Cambridge, pp. Ixxxvii., 662. 

**An admirable edition^ the result of great research and of a careful 
revision of the text. The memoir prefixed contains^ within less 
than ninety pagesy tu much sound criticism and cu comprehensive 
a Hography as the student of Dryden need desire,^* — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 
Cowper's Poetical Works. Edited, with Notes and 

Biographical Introduction, by William Benkam, Vicar of 

Addington and Professor of Modem History in Queen's College, 

London, pp. Ixxiii., 536. 

**Mr, Benham*s edition of Cowper is one of permanent value. 
The biographical introduction is excellenty full of information^ 
singularly neat and readable and modest — indeed too modest in 
its comments. The notes are concise and accurate, and the editor 
has been able to discover and introduce some hitherto unpHnted 
matter. Altogether the book is a very excellent one,** — Saturday 
Review. ' 

Morte d' Arthur.— SIR THOMAS MALORY'S BOOK OF 
KING ARTHUR AND OF HIS NOBLE KNIGHTS OF 
THP ROUND TABLE. The original Edition of Caxton, 
revised for Modem Use. With an Introduction by Sir Edwabd 
Strachby, Bart. pp. zxxTii., 509. 

* ." * *// if with perfect confidence that we recommend this edition of the old 
romanceto every clctss of readers,** — Pall Mall Gazette. 

The Works of Virgil. Rendered into English Prose, with 
Introductions, Notes, Running Analysis, and an Index. By James 
Lonsdale, M.A., late FeUow and Tutor of Balliol College, 
Oxford, and Classical Professor in King's College, London ; and 
Samuel Lee, M.A., Latin Lecturer at University College, 
London, pp. 288. 

**yi more complete edition of Virgil in English it is scarcely possible 
to conceive than the scholarly work before us,** — Globe. 

The Works of Horace. Rendered into English Prose, with 

Introductions, Running Analysis, Notes, and Index. By John 

Lonsdale, M.A., and Samuel Lee, M.A. 

The Standard says, ** To classical and non-classical readers it 

will be ifwaluable as a faithful interpretation of the mind and 

meaning of the poet, enriched as it is with notes and dissertations 

of the highest value in the way of criticism^ illmtration, and 

explanation.** 
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